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THE    CONVICT    SHIP 

CHAPTEK  XVlll 

SHE   IS   TAKEN   BEFORE   THE   COMMANDER 

I  WAS  awakened  from  a  deep  slumber  by  the 
glare  of  a  lantern  upon  my  eyes,  by  the 
weight  of  a  heavy  hand  upon  my  shoulder, 
and  by  a  deep  voice  roaring  out :  '  Here  y'are, 
then  !  Another  convict,  is  it  ?  Who's  to  say 
what's  right  aboard  a  craft  where  everything's 
wrong  ?  Out  you  come,  my  lively ! '  And, 
still  half  asleep  and  blinded  by  the  light  and 
deafened  by  the  fellow's  roaring  voice,  I  was 
dragged  as  though  I  had  been  a  child  out  of 
the  sail  and  held  erect. 

A  second  man  holding  a  lantern  raised  it 
to  my  face  and  peered  at  me.  I  had  seen 
both  fellows  in  this  place  before ;  they  were 
the  boatswain  and  the  sailmaker. 

VOL.    II.  B 
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'  What  are  you  a-doing  down  here  ? '  said 
the  saUmaker. 

The  boatswain  now  let  me  go,  and  I  stood 
upright  before  the  two  men,  still  dazed  and 
horribly  frightened,  though  my  wits  were 
slowly  returning. 

'  I'm  doing  no  harm,'  said  I,  blinking  at 
the  light,  which,  as  it  was  held  close,  put  an 
insufferable  pain  into  my  eyes.  '  I  hid  myself. 
I  want  to  get  to  Austraha.' 

'  Australia,  is  it  ? '  thundered  the  boat- 
swain. 'Why,  you  young  rooter,  d'ye  know 
we  ain't  bound  to  Australia?  Where  did  ye 
come  aboard  ? ' 

'  Woolwich.' 

'  D'ye  know  this  is  a  convict  ship  ? ' 

'  Yes,  I  know  it.' 

'  Has  he  been  a-broachin'  of  anything  ? ' 
said  the  sailmaker,  holding  high  the  lantern 
and  slowly  sweeping  its  light  round  the  in- 
terior. 

'  What  are  ye  ?  '  said  the  boatswain,  whose 
voice  was  louder  than  that  of  any  man  I  had 
ever  heard  or  could  dream  of. 

'  A  runaway  boy/  said  I.  *  Take  me  on 
deck.     I'm  sick  for  the  want  of  light.' 
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'  Sails,  d'ye  hear  him  ? '  said  the  boat- 
swain. '  By  the  great  anchor,  as  my  old 
mother  used  to  say,  but  here's  one  I  allow  as 
has  squeezed  through  the  hawse-pipe  on  his 
road  to  the  quarter-deck,  for,  hang  me,  if  he 
hain't  a-hordering  of  us  already.' 

'  What's  your  trade,  Jimmy  ? '  said  the 
sailmaker,  addressing  me.  'Niixman  or  jig- 
ger, or  are  you  a  lobsneaker,  hey  ?  Self- 
lagged,  by  the  Lord  ! ' 

"  Come  along  aft  and  see  the  capt'n,'  said 
the  boatswain. 

He  then  spoke  to  the  sailmaker  about  the 
sails  which  they  had  apparently  descended  to 
view,  and,  catching  me  by  the  arm,  walked  me 
under  the  hatch,  where  he  came  to  a  stand. 

'  Been  here  since  Woolwich,  ye  say  P ' 

'  Yes,'  I  answered. 

'  All  in  the  dark  ?  ' 

'  Yes.' 

'  What  have  you  eaten  and  drunken  ? ' 

*  I  brought  some  food  with  me.' 

'  Are  you  one  of  a  gang  ?  '  And  here  he 
rolled  a  pair  of  large  glassy  eyes  over  the 
casks   and    coils    of   rope.     He   was    a   very 
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powerful  seaman,  deeply  bitten  by  small-pox 
and  without  a  right  ear. 

'  I  am  alone,'  said  I. 

'  Up  ye  go ! '  he  cried,  and  he  partly 
hoisted  and  partly  tossed  me  through  the 
hatch  on  to  the  upper  deck. 

It  was  broad  day,  though  the  interior  of 
the  forecastle  into  which  I  had  emerged  was 
gloomy.  Beyond  the  forecastle-entrance  the 
white  and  windy  sunshine  was  coming  and 
going  to  the  frequent  sweep  of  clouds  athwart 
the  sky.  The  brightness  of  that  light  thrilled 
my  eyes  with  pain,  and  I  turned  my  back 
upon  it,  putting  my  hand  to  my  head  for  a 
few  moments. 

'  'Tisn't  everybody,  mates,  that  goes  to  sea 
afore  the  mast  as  signs  on,'  said  the  boat- 
swain, generally  addressing  a  few  sailors  who 
had  risen  from  their  sea-chests  or  lounged  out 
of  the  shadow  forward  to  look  at  me. 

'If  this  here  was  a  female  convict  ship, 
Mr.  Balls,'  said  one  of  the  men,  '  you'd 
find  that  that  there  covey  was  after  one  of 
the  gals.' 

'  Let  him  wash  hisself,'  said  another  sea- 
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man,  speaking  with  his  hands  plunged  deep 
in  his  pockets,  '  and  there'll  be  nothen  likeher 
aboard  us.  Dummed  if  he  don't  remind  me 
of  my  Mary  Hann.' 

'  Let'm  sit,'  said  another  of  the  sailors. 
'  IVe  got  a  drop  of  grog  in  my  chest.  I 
started  on  my  first  voyage  in  the  fore-peak 
and  knows  what  head  seas  mean  down  there 
to  a  country  stomach.' 

'  Sit  and  breathe,'  said  the  boatswain, 
backing  me  to  a  chest.  'Fetch  your  sup 
along,  Joe.  He  don't  look  much  of  a 
rascal,  do  he :  '  And  I  observed  that  he 
eyed  me  very  closely  and  with  looks  of  sur- 
prise and  doubt  which  somewhat  softened  the 
fierceness  of  his  one-eared,  glassy-eyed  face. 

I  was  glad  to  sit.  My  strength  had  been 
fearfully  overtaxed  by  confinement  and  by 
my  mental  sufierings  and  want  of  air.  I 
was  afraid  I  should  faint  and  my  sex  be  dis- 
covered. A  pannikin  with  a  dram  of  black 
rum  in  it  was  given  to  me.  I  smelt  the  fiery 
stufi*  and  asked  for  water. 

'  Xeat,  my  warrior,  neat,  and  down  with 
it ! '  cried  the  fellow  who  had  given  me  the 
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rum.  '  Water's  for  washiu'  in.  Don't  talk  of 
rum  and  water.  Soap  and  water,  my  heart  ; 
that's  it.' 

'  Give  the  lad  water,'  said  the  boatswain. 
'  Blowed  if  I'm  going  to  take  him  aft  drunk.' 
One  of  tlie  fellows  brought  a  pannikin  of 
water  and  turned  a  small  quantity  into  the 
rum.  I  looked  up  into  his  face  and  thanked 
him  with  a  smile  and  drank. 

'  Ever  at  sea  afore,  Jacky  ? '  said  a  sailor. 

'D'ye  hear  the  grit  of  old  hoss  in  his 
squeak  that  you  asks  that  ?  '  said  the  deep- 
lunged  boatswain. 

'  And  to  think,'  said  a  surly-looking  sailor, 
'  that  the  town-crier's  still  a-ringing  for  him 
and  his  grandmother  still  a-calling  at  every 
pubUc-house  to  see  if  he  ain't  there  I ' 

'  What  d'ye  say  to  a  rinse,  bo',  afore  ye 
lays  aft  ? '  said  the  fellow  who  had  offered  me 
the  rum.  '  A  clean  face  may  stand  the  little 
chap  in  with  the  old  man,'  said  he,  addressing 
the  boatswain. 

'  Have  a  clean-up,  young  'un,  afore  I  takes 
ye  aft  ? '  said  Mr.  Balls. 

'  Yes,'  I  answered. 
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The  boatswain  stepped  out,  and  in  a  few 
moments  returned  with  a  tin  dish  of  cold 
water  and  an  old  towel.  '  Turn  to  now  and 
polish  away,'  said  he.  '  Bear  a  hand.  A 
clean  face  is  hke  a  clean  shirt ;  it  gives  a 
man  a  chance.' 

I  dipped  a  corner  of  the  towel  into  the 
water  and  rubbed  my  face,  and  when  I  had 
looked  at  the  towel  I  judged  I  had  wanted 
washing  very  badly  indeed.  By  this  time 
some  fourteen  or  fifteen  seamen  had  come 
about  me  ;  they  lounged  and  stared,  and  com- 
mented freely  in  growling,  very  audible  voices 
upon  my  appearance  and  new  suit  of  pilot 
cloth.  It  was  the  forecastle  dinner-hour, 
whence  I  concluded  the  time  was  something 
after  twelve.  Nearly  all  the  ship's  company 
were  below,  some  seated  on  their  chests,  eat- 
ing, a  few  in  their  hammocks,  smoking,  and 
looking  at  me  over  their  swinging  beds  ;  some, 
who  had  drawn  close,  brought  their  dmners 
in  their  hands,  a  cube  of  beef  or  a  hunch  of 
pork  on  a  biscuit,  that  served  as  a  trencher ; 
these  fellows  flourished  sheath-  or  clasp-knives, 
and  they  chewed  slowly,  as  men  whose  teeth 
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had  long  grown  artful  and  wary  in  the  busi- 
ness of  biting  on  shipboard. 

The  interior  was  indeed  a  grim,  gloomy, 
massive  picture ;  the  men  were  rudely  and 
variously  and  some  of  them  half  savagely 
attired  ;  the  place  was  roofed  with  hammocks; 
tiers  of  bunks  arched  into  the  head  where 
they  vanished  in  the  gloom.  A  lamp  swung 
under  a  great  beam,  and  its  light  was  needed, 
despite  the  brightness  of  the  day  outside, 
and  of  the  shaft  of  dayhght  that  floated 
through  the  open  scuttle  forward  and  hung 
in  the  obscurity  like  a  square  of  luminous 
mist,  as  a  sunbeam  streams  through  a  chink 
of  closed  shutter.  A  number  of  stanchions 
supported  the  upper  deck,  and  suits  of  oil- 
skins hung  upon  nails  swayed  against  these 
wooden  supports  like  hanged  men  as  the  ship 
bowed  and  lifted  her  head.  The  atmosphere 
was  scarcely  supportable  with  its  mingled 
smells  of  strong  tobacco  and  the  fumes  of 
the  kids  or  tubs  in  which  the  greasy  boiled 
meat  had  been  brought  in. 

'  Aft  with   us   now,    youngster,'  said    the 
boatswain,  '  and  give  an  account  of  vourself. 
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And  may  the  Lord  ha'  mercy  on  your  soul ! 
This  here's  a  convict  ship ;  there's  nothen 
going  under  six  dozen.  Everything  over 
that's  a  yardarm  job.' 

He  grasped  me  by  the  arm  and  walked  me 
out  of  the  forecastle,  but  not,  I  thought,  with 
the  temper  he  had  dragged  me  out  of  my 
hiding-place  with.  By  this  time  my  sight 
had  strengthened,  and,  though  the  broad  day- 
light outside  brought  the  tears  to  my  eyes, 
the  pain  passed  in  a  moment  or  two. 

I  glanced  at  the  deck  of  the  ship,  but 
should  not  have  known  the  vessel  as  the  Childe 
Harold.  Strong  barricades,  studded  with  iron 
spikes,  had  been  erected  a  little  way  abaft  the 
foremast  and  upon  the  quarter-deck,  leaving  a 
narrow  open  space  l^etwixt  this  after-fencing 
and  the  front  of  the  cuddy.  Each  barricade 
had  a  gate.  At  the  after-gate  stood  a  red- 
coated  sentry,  with  a  loaded  musket  and  fixed 
bayonet.  At  the  great  central  or  main  hatch 
stood  another  sentry.  In  the  recess  formed 
by  the  overhanging  lap  of  the  poop-deck  was 
a  stand  of  arms.  The  barricades  made  a  huge 
pen  of  the  waist,  main-deck,  and  part  of  the 
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quarter-deck.  On  the  left  or  port  side  ran  a 
strong  barrier,  like  a  great  fence,  leaving  a 
narrow  gangway  betwixt  it  and  the  bulwark. 
This  I  afterwards  understood  was  to  enable 
the  sailors  and  others  to  go  backward  and 
forward  without  constantly  obhging  them  to 
pass  the  sentries  and  enter  the  space  barri- 
caded off  for  the  convicts. 

I  glanced  behind  me  as  I  walked  with  the 
boatswain,  and  saw  a  sentry  stationed  at  the 
forecastle,  and  two  more,  each  with  muskets 
and  fixed  bayonets,  paced  the  break  of  the 
poop  athwartships  to  and  fro  in  a  regular, 
pendulum,  sentinel  swing,  which  brought  them 
crossing  each  other  always  in  exactly  the  same 
place.  I  had  young,  very  keen  eyes.  All 
these  points  I  had  collected  before  we  had 
gone  half  the  length  of  the  main-deck  gang- 
way. Xot  a  convict  was  to  be  seen.  I  had 
caught  a  sight  of  two  men  walking  together 
on  the  poop  right  aft,  near  the  wheel,  and 
I  also  saw  Will  on  the  poop  standing  to  lee- 
ward beside  another  young  apprentice ;  and 
on  the  other  side  of  the  deck,  at  the  head  of 
the  poop  ladder,  was  the  officer  of  the  watch. 
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As  I  advanced  with  the  boatswain  I  saw 
Will  look,  make  a  step  tow^ard  the  brass  rail 
which  protected  the  fore-end  of  the  raised 
deck  and  stare  a  moment ;  he  then  wheeled 
round,  walked  to  the  side  and  gazed  at  the 
white  wash  of  passing  water.  The  ship  was 
under  a  great  spread  of  canvas,  heeling  over 
and  sailing  fast,  and  the  yeasty  swirl  alongside 
was  swift  and  dazzHng.  I  could  not  see  the 
horizon  over  the  weather  bulwarks ;  but  to 
leeward  it  w^as  all  open  sea,  green,  ridging  and 
flecked,  wdth  a  cold  blue  sky  over  the  trucks 
and  many  large  white  clouds  sailing  down 
into  the  west.  Two  or  three  women,  with 
shawls  over  their  heads,  sat  on  the  edge  of  a 
little  square  hatch  under  the  break  of  the 
poop ;  some  children  were  running  about  near 
them.  These  women  stared  very  hard  at  me 
as  I  passed. 

'  Hullo,  bo'sun  ! '  called  out  the  man  wdio 
was  standing  at  the  head  of  the  poop-ladder. 
'  What  have  you  got  there  ?  ' 

'  A  stowaway,  sir.' 

'  When  did  you  find  him  ?  ' 

'  Just  now,  sir.' 
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'  Where  ? ' 

*  Under  the  forecastle.' 

'  Step  him  up  here.' 

The  boatswain  made  me  ascend  the  poop- 
ladder,  himself  following.  This  was  a  deck 
well  remembered  by  me ;  I  had  spent  a  long 
hour  upon  it  with  Tom  and  Will  when  we 
visited  the  ship  in  the  docks.  All  was  un- 
changed here ;  the  boats  swung  in  their 
davits  ;  the  sweep  of  deck  went  white  as  a 
freshly  peeled  almond  to  the  grating  abaft  the 
wheel ;  the  skylights  sparkled  and  the  bright 
brass  binnacle-hoods  mirrored  the  sun  in 
crimson  stars.  On  high  the  full-breasted 
canvas  rose  in  space  after  space  of  milky 
softness  with  a  stately  swaying  of  the  button 
of  the  truck,  as  the  ship  leaned  to  the  sea  and 
lifted  to  windward  again. 

The  person  who  had  ordered  the  boat- 
swain to  bring  me  on  to  the  poop  was,  as  I 
afterward  got  to  know,  the  second  mate,  Mr. 
Thomas  Masters,  a  full-faced  man,  short  and 
strong,  his  nostrils  tinged  with  purple,  no 
visible  throat,  and  a  strange,  leering  smile 
upon  his  mouth  when   he   looked  or  spoke. 
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Will  left  the  poop  by  the  other  ladder  ;  his 
fellow-apprentice  leaned  against  the  lee  rail 
staring  at  me.  The  second  mate  turned  his 
face  in  the  direction  of  the  two  men  whom  I 
had  observed  walking  aft  abreast  of  the  wheeh 

One  of  these  two  cried  out :  '  Who's  that, 
Mr.  Masters  ? ' 

'A  stowaway,  sir,'  answered  the  second 
mate. 

Both  persons  approached.  As  they  ad- 
vanced along  the  deck,  a  third  man  came  up 
out  of  the  cuddy  or  saloon  through  the  com- 
panion, and  joined  them.  The  three  stepped 
up  to  me.  One  was  Joseph  Sutherland,  the 
captain  of  the  vessel,  a  lean  man  with  a  slight 
stoop,  about  forty  years  of  age.  His  face  was 
thin  ;  the  skin  had  a  look  of  leather  from  long 
exposure  to  weather ;  his  eyes  were  a  weak 
blue  with  a  tear  in  each  corner,  which  kept 
him  mopping  with  a  pocket-handkerchief. 
Yet  I  liked  the  expression  of  his  face  ;  there 
was  the  heart  of  a  man  in  it. 

The  second  person  was  Surgeon  Eussell- 
Ellice,  E.N.,  the  doctor  who  had  supreme 
charge  of  the  convicts.     This  man  was  with- 
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out  any  hair  on  his  face  ;  and  the  liair  on  his 
head  was  cropped  as  close  as  mine  was  or 
a  convict's.  He  had  large,  soft  brown  eyes 
and  a  brown  skin,  blue  on  the  cheeks  and  lip, 
where  he  shaved.  His  mouth  was  firm,  with 
an  expression  that  seemed  to  lie  between 
scornfulness  and  self-complacency.  He  had  a 
manner  of  thrusting  out  his  chest  and  backing 
his  head  when  he  spoke,  and  of  so  holding 
himself  when  he  stood  or  walked  as  to  stretch 
the  inches  of  his  stature  to  their  hmits. 

The  third  person  was  Captain  James  Bar- 
rett, of  the  — th  Eegiment  of  Foot.  He  was 
the  captain  in  charge  of  the  guard.  He  was 
of  the  average  type  of  British  officers  ;  smart, 
well-dressed,  good-looking,  with  a  glass  which 
he  put  into  his  eye  to  examine  me. 

I  ran  my  gaze  over  the  faces  of  these 
three,  not  then  knowing  who  they  were, 
though  1  guessed  by  their  air  that  they  were 
chiefs  in  the  ship.  I  did  not  feel  afraid  ;  my 
end  had  been  triumphantly  accomplished. 
I  needed  but  look  over  the  rail  on  either  hand 
to  know  that  we  were  out  upon  the  wide 
ocean,  that,  though  England  indeed  could  not 
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be  very  far  astern,  yet  the  land  was  as  far 
away  for  my  purpose  as  if  it  had  been  a 
thousand  leagues  distant.  And  then  there 
was  the  consideration  of  my  sex  to  give  me 
nerve  ;  these  people  were  gentlemen.  I  had 
but  to  declare  myself  to  make  sure  of  tender 
usage.  But  though  I  did  not  mean  to  do  this, 
and  prayed  heartily  that  no  occasion  might 
arise  to  force  me  into  it,  yet  the  sense  of  it 
was  a  refuge  that  wonderfully  supported  my 
spirits,  the  more  particularly  now  that  I  had 
observed  there  were  women  on  board  and 
quarters  where,  should  the  worst  come  to  the 
worst,  I  could  live  with  my  own  sex. 

The  captain  and  the  doctor  (as  I  shall 
henceforth  call  Surgeon  Eussell-Ellice  for  the  j^Lu^  '  -^ 
sake  of  brevity)  eyed  me  all  over  for  some  ^^^^ 
moments  without  questioning  me — the  captain 
with  looks  of  surprise  and  wonder  that  came 
very  nearly  to  commiseration,  the  other 
with  frowns  and  suspicion  Hke  fire  in  his 
gaze. 

'  What  are  you  doing  on  board  my  ship  ? ' 
said  Captain  Sutherland. 

'  I  wish  to  get  to  Austraha,  sir,'  said  I 
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'  What !  Without  paying  ?  Do  you  know 
that  this  is  a  convict  ship  ? ' 

'Yes,  sir.' 

'  I  could  have  hira  brought  to  the  gang- 
way for  this,'  said  the  doctor.  '  Has  he  been 
searched,  bo'sun  ?  ' 

'  No,  sir.' 

The  doctor  stamped  his  foot.  '  Search 
him  ! '  he  cried. 

Captain  Sutherland  looked  on  as  thougli 
he  recognised  a  superior  in  the  doctor.  At 
this  moment  Will  came  up  to  the  lee  ladder 
and  leaned  beside  the  other  apprentice,  listen- 
ing and  watching.  Tlie  boatswain  threw  open 
my  pea-jacket  and  drove  his  huge  hands  into 
my  pockets.  I  was  thankful  not  to  feel  the 
blood  in  my  cheeks ;  had  this  piece  of  rude 
handhng  reddened  my  face  the  doctor  would 
have  found  me  out.  His  soft  but  scrutinising 
eyes  were  upon  me. 

'He's  a  plump  young  man,'  exclaimed 
Captain  Barrett,  in  an  aside  to  the  commander 
of  the  ship.  'What's  in  your  hold  to  make 
him  fat  ? ' 

The  boatswain  drew  out  my  handkerchief, 
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the  two  new  clay  pipes  I  had  put  in  my  pocket 
that  I  might  seem  a  man  when  the  crowning 
occasion  arose,  and  the  tinder-box  and  matches. 
Happily  I  had  left  the  little  parcel  of  candles 
in  the  sails.  The  boatswain  dived  his  im- 
mense tarry  fingers  into  the  pockets  of  my 
waistcoat  and  found  nothing. 

Whilst  I  was  being  searched  I  observed 
that  one  of  the  sentries  who  marched  athwart 
the  poop  was  the  man  who  had  looked  over 
the  rail  when  I  was  in  the  boat  alongside  off 
Woolwich.  I  met  his  glance  and  saw  he  did 
not  remember  me.  I  never  once  turned  my 
eyes  in  the  direction  of  Will. 

'  Is  that  all  ?  '  said  Dr.  Eussell-Elhce. 

'  That's  all,  sir,'  replied  the  boatswain, 
replacing  my  cap  on  my  head,  after  feeling 
the  lining. 

'  Where  do  you  say  this  lad  was  found  ? ' 

'  Just  for'ards  of  the  bulkhead  under  the 
fo'c'sle.' 

'  It's  a  store-room,'  said  Captain  Suther- 
land. 

'  Has  it  been  searched  ? '  exclaimed  the 
doctor. 

VOL.    II.  c 
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'  I  clunno  what  ye  mean  by  searched,'  an- 
swered the  boatswain  sullenly,  resenting  as  a 
merchant  seaman  the  imperious  manner  of 
the  Eoyal  Naval  surgeon. 

'  Captain,'  cried  the  doctor.  '  You  know 
what  I  mean  ;  explain  to  this  man.' 

'  Have  you  overhauled  the  store-room. 
Balls,  for  others  of  this  fellow's  pattern  ? ' 
said  the  captain. 

'  No,  sir.' 

'  Then  go  with  the  sergeant  of  the  guard,' 
said  the  doctor  ;  '  examine  every  nook  and 
corner,  and  make  your  report.' 

'  Ay,  ay,  sir,'  answered  the  boatswain  very 
sulkily  again,  and  swinging  round  on  his  heels 
he  quitted  the  poop  with  a  sullen  walk  eloquent 
of  malediction.  The  doctor  drew  back  as  if 
he  would  admit  it  was  now  the  commander's 
right  to  ask  questions.  Captain  Barrett  gazed 
at  me  strenuously  through  his  eye-glass.  His 
intent  regard  made  me  feel  very  uneasy. 

'  What's  your  name  ? '  said  Captain  Suther- 
land. 

'  Simon  Marlowe,  sir.' 

'  What  are  you  ?  '  I  hung  my  head.     '  No 
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need,'  he  exclaimed,  '  to  ask  if  you  were  ever 
at  sea  ;  your  hands  are  hke  a  woman's.' 

'  He's  a  deuced  good-looking  chap,  doctor,' 
said  Captain  Barrett  in  another  aside.  'Plump 
as  a  partridge,  by  the  great  horn  spoon ! 
What  runs  a  chap  to  fat  down  in  your  hold, 
captain  ?  ' 

'  What  have  you  come  to  sea  for  ? '  said 
the  captain,  speaking  with  a  severity  whose 
forced  note  my  ear  could  not  miss.  Indeed, 
he  seemed  to  find  a  sort  of  pleasure  in  looking 
at  me. 

'  I  want  to  get  to  some  friends  in  Tas- 
mania, sir,'  I  answered. 

'  What  names  ?  ' 

I  was  ready  for  him  ;  for  weeks  I  had 
been  rehearsing  too  diligently  the  part  I  was 
now  playing  not  to  be  ready.     '  Satchell,  sir.' 

'  Where  do  they  live  ? ' 

'At  Hobart  Town.' 

'  What's  their  address,  boy  ?  ' 

'  I  don't  know,  sir.  I'll  find  out  when  I 
arrive.' 

The  doctor  grinned  gravely. 

'  "  Arrive  !  "  '  cried  the  captain.    '  How  do 

c  2 
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you  know  I'll  allow  you  to  arrive,  as  you 
call  it?  "Arrive,"  you  monkey!  You've 
committed  a  felony ;  you've  broken  into  pri- 
vate preDiises  ;  for  all  I  can  tell,  you  may 
have  broached  the  cargo  of  the  ship.  There 
are  men  in  that  prison  down  there,'  said  he, 
pointing  to  the  main  hatch,  '  who  are  being 
transported  for  life  for  smaller  crimes.' 

'  I'm  sorry,  sir.  I  would  do  nothing 
wrong.  I  will  gladly  pay  for  my  passage 
with  my  labour  if  you  will  give  me  work — 
such  work  as  I  can  do.' 

The  doctor  put  his  hand  on  the  com- 
mander's arm  and  whispered  in  his  ear. 
Captain  Barrett  exclaimed  :  '  If  you're  satis- 
fied with  the  lad's  account  of  himself.  Captain 
Sutherland,  he  shall  wait  upon  me,  if  you 
like.' 

'  What  work  have  you  for  two  servants  ?  ' 
exclaimed  the  doctor. 

'  I  like  his  pluck,  d'  ye  know,'  answered 
Captain  Barrett,  '  and  just  now  he  happens  to 
be  rather  friendless,  Ellice.' 

The  doctor  looked  annoyed  and  walked  to 
the  rail. 


SHE  IS  TAKEN  BEFORE  THE  COMMANDER    21 

'  Where  do  you  come  from  ? '  asked  the 
commander. 

'  London,  sir.' 

'  Who  are  your  people  ?  '  Again  I  hung 
my  head. 

'  He  is  in  the  right  to  look  ashamed,'  said 
the  doctor.  '  Take  it  that  he  has  brought 
great  grief  and  distress  upon  a  respectable 
family  by  his  mysterious  disappearance.  I 
don't  believe  for  a  moment,'  continued  he, 
eyeing  me  sternly,  '  that  he  has  friends  at 
Hobart  Town.  It's  just  an  ordinary  runaway 
case.  He  may  have  robbed  some  kind  em- 
ployer— perhaps  defrauded  his  own  father. 
His  clothes  are  new  and  good.  Where  did 
you  get  the  money  to  buy  these  clothes 
with  ?  '  he  asked.  I  kept  my  head  hung. 
*  Lads  of  your  sort,'  he  continued,  '  get  hold 
of  cheap  romancing  works — vile,  lying  fictions 
— books  which  represent  Jack  Sheppard  as  a 
greater  man  than  Wellington.  Little  by  little 
they  advance  till  they  end  there,'  said  he, 
pointing,  as  Captain  Sutherland  had,  to  the 
main  hatch.  '  Down  there,  weighted  with 
irons,    branded    as    criminals,   leaving    their 
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native  country  for  ever,  expelled  b}^  the  just 
laws  of  an  outraged  community,  are  many 
men  who  have  begun  as  you  have  begun — 
nay,  who  may  have  started  on  their  down- 
ward career  with  a  great  deal  more  of 
modesty  than  you  have  exhibited.' 

Captain  Barrett  let  his  eye-glass  fall, 
whistled  softly  and  lounged  aft  to  the  wheel. 

All  this  while  the  decks  had  remained 
comparatively  deserted.  Just  at  this  moment 
a  boatswain's  mate  tuned  up  his  whistle,  and 
a  number  of  seamen  came  out  of  the  fore- 
castle and  went  to  work  in  various  parts  of 
the  ship  forward.  The  doctor  continued  to 
lecture  me  ;  but  I  was  looking  at  the  strange, 
crrim  scene  of  decks  and  did  not  heed  him. 
You  would  have  thought,  at  sight  of  the 
barricades,  that  the  ship  was  full  of  wild 
beasts ;  that  man-eating  and  ravening  crea- 
tures took  the  air  in  the  space  inclosed  by 
the  savage,  iron- studded,  bristling  fence 
work. 

Suddenly,  the  sentry  at  the  main  hatch 
stiffened  his  figure,  as  though  to  a  sudden  call 
to  attention.     He  guarded  a  door  at  the  ex- 
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tremity  of  a  short  wooden  passage,  Ijroad 
enough  to  allow  one  person  to  pass  through 
at  a  time.  A  man  clothed  as  a  convict 
stepped  through  this  door.  On  perceiving 
him  the  doctor  broke  oif,  and  went  to  the 
brass  poop  rail  and  overliung  it,  gazing 
eagerly.  A  second  and  a  third  convict  ap- 
peared, then  a  fourth  ;  this  man  lield  a  fiddle 
in  one  hand  and  a  bow  in  the  other. 

And  now  I  heard  a  sound  of  heavy  clank- 
ing footfalls,  as  though  a  long  end  of  chain 
cable  was  beincr  dracraed  alonu-  the  deck,  and 
one  after  another,  to  the  number  of  perhaps 
seventy  or  eighty,  issued  the  convicts,  every 
man,  saving  the  first  four,  wearing  iron  rings 
and  chains  upon  his  ankles,  the  chains  triced 
up  to  the  waist.  They  were  clothed  in  the 
same  garb  I  had  observed  on  board  the  War- 
rior ;  a  dingy  sort  of  gray  striped  with  red 
and  a  kind  of  Scotch  cap.  The  convicts  who 
had  led  tlie  way  cried  out  sharply  :  they 
delivered  their  orders  fast  and  fierce,  like  a 
drill-sergeant  savage  ^vith  yokel  recruits.  The 
fellows  ranked  themselves  into  a  line  with 
something  of  the  discipHne  of  soldiers ;  then 
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the  fellow  who  held  the  fiddle  put  it  mto  his 
neck  and  began  to  screw  out  a  march. 

'  Attention  !  Left  turn  ! '  shouted  one  of 
the  unshackled  convicts.     '  Quick  march  ! ' 

The  fiddle  played,  and  away  stepped  the 
line  of  men,  all  keeping  time  to  the  music, 
faltering  but  a  little  to  the  movement  of  the 
ship,  and  their  irons  clanked  and  their  chains 
rattled  as  they  tramped. 

I  lost  all  sense  of  my  situation  when  I  saw 
those  convicts.  I  made  a  step  to  the  side  of 
the  doctor,  and  my  eyes  seemed  on  fire  as  I 
gazed.  Tom  was  not  one  of  them.  I  guessed 
that  this  was  a  gang  brought  up  to  exercise 
and  take  the  air  according  to  the  notions  of 
Doctor  Eussell-Ellice.  It  sickened  my  heart, 
but  it  made  my  spirit  mad  to  witness  those 
wretches  marching  round  and  round  within 
the  wild-beast-like  enclosure,  to  listen  to  the 
mocking  squeak  of  the  fiddle  threading  the 
dull  metalUc  tramp  of  the  ironed  felons,  to 
feel  that  Tom  was  one  of  them  and  amongst 
them  below,  ironed  as  they  were,  apparelled 
and  disciplined    as   they   were,    guarded   by 
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soldiers  with  loaded  muskets — himself  as  in- 
nocent as  I,  as  the  dark- eyed  doctor  beside 
me,  as  the  commander  of  the  ship,  who  ap- 
peared to  have  forgotten  me  in  watching  this 
strange  march  of  felons  clanking  round  and 
round  to  the  tune  of  the  fiddle. 

'  That's  my  idea,'  said  the  doctor  to  the 
captain.  '  That's  the  way  to  keep  them  in 
health.  You  may  judge  by  their  manner  of 
marching  that  they  enjoy  the  music' 

The  captain  looked  at  his  second  mate 
and  smiled  sarcastically.  Another  person 
had  by  this  time  arrived  on  the  poop  ;  he, 
like  Captain  Barrett,  was  attired  in  undress 
uniform.  I  afterward  learned  that  he  was 
Lieutenant  Chimmo,  one  of  the  two  officers 
in  charge  of  the  guard.  They  approached 
and  looked  hard  at  me — so  hard  that  I 
imagined  Captain  Barrett  had  divined  my 
sex.  Their  observation  won  the  attention  of 
Captain  Sutherland,  by  whom  I  had  been 
unheeded  whilst  he  watched  the  convicts. 
He  said  :  '  Get  you  down  there  to  leeward 
and  wait  till  you're  wanted.'   He  spoke  sternly, 
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but  almost  in  the  same  breath  of  his  speech 
his  face  relaxed,  and  he  exclaimed  :  '  Are  you 
famished  ! ' 

'  No,  sir.' 

The  doctor  shrugged  his  shoulders,  as 
though  vexed  that  the  captain  should  pity 
me. 

'  Get  you  down  to  leeward,'  repeated  the 
commander  ;  and  I  went  and  stood  at  the 
rail. 

Will  was  aloft  in  the  mizzen-top  and  the 
other  apprentice  in  the  ratlines  of  the  mizzen 
shrouds  at  work  there.  I  looked  up  at  Will, 
who  kissed  his  hand.  The  act  was  boyish 
and  indiscreet,  and  I  averted  my  face,  for  I 
did  not  then  know  he  was  not  to  be  seen  from 
the  other  side  of  the  poop. 

The  clear  wind  w^as  sweet  and  refreshing 
after  my  many  hours  of  confinement.  I 
glanced  over  the  side  and  watched  the  feather- 
white  swirl  of  cloudy  foam  ;  the  yeast  burst 
in  a  rainbow  splendour  from  the  bow  and 
raced  astern  in  ridges  of  snow,  and  I  saw  the 
spreading  wake  of  the  flying  ship  dancing 
miles  distant  in  the  airy  green  that  ran  in  a 
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twinkling  horizon  round  the  sky.  Far  ahead 
slanted  a  sail,  and  far  abeam  to  leeward  was  a 
dash  of  dusky-red  canvas,  whence  I  concluded 
that  the  coast  was  not  very  remote. 

The  tramping  convicts  marched  round  and 
round  in  single  file  to  the  tune  of  the  fiddle. 
Some  of  them  were  little  more  than  boys, 
eighteen  or  twenty  years  of  age,  and  one  or 
two  of  them  were  gray-haired  men.  Their 
dress  was  so  levelling,  and  it  seemed  besides 
to  stamp  so  strong  an  impression  of  rascahty 
upon  their  faces,  that  one  could  not  look  at 
the  ironed  gang  without  supposing  them  all 
rogues  and  criminals  of  the  worst  sort.  And 
yet  I'd  fancy,  as  they  came  facing  aft  toward 
the  poop,  I  could  see  some  countenances 
which  would  have  passed  in  the  streets  and  in 
company  for  comely,  honest  faces.  But  the 
general  type  was  very  villainous  ;  the  brow 
low,  overhanging,  and  scowling  :  the  eye  small, 
deep-set,  and  restless ;  the  mouth  coarse  and 
heavy,  and  the  jaw  strong,  thick,  defined  like 
a  beast's. 

My  eye  rested  upon  one  man.  I  was  cer- 
tain I  had  seen  him  before.     He  was  immensely 
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broad-shouldered,  pitted  with  small-pox.  His 
arms  were  too  long  for  his  body,  and  the 
thickness  of  them  and  the  fists  were  a  giant's. 
His  eyebrows  were  black  ;  his  eyes  a  deep 
and  fiery  black  ;  his  nose  coarse,  spread,  flat 
and  heavy  at  the  nostrils.  He  had  the  look 
of  a  Jew,  and  after  I  had  watched  him  a  little 
while,  I  said  to  myself :  '  Yes,  now  I  remem- 
ber. He  is  Barney  Abram,  the  prize-fighter, 
who  was  under  sentence  of  transportation  for 
life  in  Newgate  when  I  visited  Tom  in  that 
jail  with  Uncle  Johnstone.' 

I  craved  to  see  my  sweetheart.  I  waited 
for  the  hideous  fiddle  to  cease  squeaking,  and 
for  the  gang  to  go  below  and  a  second  gang 
to  take  its  place,  hoping  that  Tom  might  be 
one  in  this  second  gang.  I  say  I  w^aited. 
Eather,  I  stood  hoping.  Why  they  kept  me 
waiting  down  to  leeward  on  that  poop  I  could 
not  imagine.  I  guessed  it  would  shock  me 
horribly  to  see  Tom  with  irons  on,  marching 
in  convict's  attire,  a  mere  machine  at  the  will 
of  warders,  themselves  convicts ;  yet  did  I 
passionately  wish  to  see  him  that  I  might 
make   sure  he  was  on  board,  for  though  I 
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never  dreamt  that  Will  had  mistook,  still  I 
yearned  to  satisfy  myself  with  my  own  eye- 
sight. But  the  gang  continued  to  march 
round  and  round  to  the  strains  of  the  fiddle. 
Oh,  the  mockery  of  the  blithe  Irish  tune  the 
fellow  played,  timed  by  the  metallic  tramp  of 
felons  on  the  echoing  deck  ! 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

SHE   IS    QUESTIONED    BY   THE   DOCTOR 

I  WAS  kept  waiting,  I  knew  not  why,  and  used 
my  leisure  to  gaze  about  me.  I  was  without 
fear.  I  had  scraped,  with  a  stout  heart, 
through  the  worst  part,  and  cared  little  for 
what  might  follow.  I  had  made  up  my  mind 
to  avow  my  sex  if  they  should  send  me  into 
the  forecastle  to  live.  I  was  very  sure  I 
should  be  unable  to  keep  my  secret  amongst 
that  body  of  rough,  blaspheming,  joking 
sailors.  N"or  should  I  be  equal  to  the  work 
of  a  seaman — I  mean  as  an  ordinary  seaman 
or  boy.  It  turned  me  dizzy  to  look  aloft  and 
think  of  climbing  those  towering  heights. 

Whilst  I  thus  thought,  I  used  my  eyes  and 
examined  the  ship.  Opposite  the  main  hatch, 
within  the  convicts'  inclosure,  stood  a  tall 
box,  something  like  a  sentry-box ;  over  it  a 
bucket  was  hung  by  an  iron  bar,  and  there 
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was  a  short  length  of  rope  attached  to  the 
bucket.  I  supposed  the  box  was  a  sort  of 
shower-bath  for  the  prisoners.  The  main 
hatch  was  the  only  visible  means  of  entering 
and  leaving  the  prison  quarters.  It  was  ex- 
traordinarily protected,  first,  with  heavy 
gratings  with  a  manhole  for  the  passage  of 
one  body,  then  by  a  strong  railing  of  oak 
stanchions  of  a  triangular  shape,  thickly 
studded  with  iron  nails  (the  tops  or  heads  of 
these  stanchions  I  could  just  see  as  they  sank 
like  the  vertical  wires  of  a  cage  from  the 
sides  of  the  hatch  down  to  the  lower  deck), 
then  by  a  strong  bulkheaded  passage  or  cor- 
ridor with  a  door  at  the  end,  as  I  mentioned 
when  I  spoke  of  the  sentry  stationed  there. 
I  saw  two  galleys.  The  forward  one  I  guessed 
was  for  the  sliip's  use,  the  after  for  the  con- 
victs ;  for  in  this  galley  I  had  observed  a 
man  in  felon's  dress.  A  huge  longboat  lay 
stowed  in  chocks  athwartships  just  forward  of 
the  ship's  galley. 

Such  details  to  me  entered  like  the  very 
spirit  of  prison  life  into  the  gleaming  fabric  of 
the  ship,  soiling,  debasing,  so  flavouring  her 
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that  there  was  no  magic  in  the  pure  freshness 
of  the  ocean  wind  to  purge  her  into  sweetness. 
Marvellous  that  human  sin  should  subtly  enter 
and  find  expression  in  timber  and  hemp  and 
canvas,  in  bricks  and  mortar,  in  old  hulks,  in 
prison  piles — it  matters  not  what — subduing 
all  suggestions  to  its  own  inspirations.  I  had 
noticed  how  the  sordid  influence  and  degrad- 
ing quality  of  human  wickedness  had  worked 
in  dismantled  hulks,  making  more  hideous 
that  which  was  already  hideous  with  felon- 
carpentry  ;  and  now  here  was  all  beauty  in 
this  buoyant  and  bounding  picture  of  a  ship 
in  full  sail,  leaning  from  the  shining  breeze, 
pouring  into  her  wake  the  snow  of  the  crested 
and  dissolving  surge,  dimmed  and  defiled  and 
saddened  by  her  errand  and  cargo,  by  the 
aspect  of  her  decks,  and  by  the  noise  of  men 
marching  in  irons. 

All  this  while  the  doctor  stood  at  the  break 
of  the  poop  with  his  hands  upon  the  rail, 
watching  the  convicts  exercising,  and  some- 
times nodding  in  time  when  the  fiddler  changed 
his  tune  ;  the  captain  likewise  watched  the 
convicts  from  the  head  of  the  weather  poop 
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ladder ;  the  two  officers  patrolled  the  weather 
deck,  and  both  of  them  constantly  looked  at 
me  when  their  walk  brouglit  them  with  their 
faces  forward  ;  tlie  second  mate  was  near  the 
wheel,  and  the  two  sentries,  with  shouldered 
muskets  with  shining  bayonets,  crossed  and 
recrossed  each  other  at  a  little  distance  from 
where  I  stood. 

By-and-by  the  boatswain  and  a  soldier 
with  stripes  upon  his  arms  came  along  the 
narrow  gangway  from  the  forecastle.  They 
arrived  on  the  quarter-deck,  and  the  soldier, 
looking  up,  saluted. 

'  Step  up,  sergeant,  and  you,  ]\Ir.  Bo'sun, 
if  you  please,'  said  the  doctor.  '  Well,'  said 
he,  when  they  had  mounted  the  ladder, 
'  what  have  you  found  where  the  lad's  been 
hiding  ? ' 

I  was  prepared  to  hear  that  they  had  dis- 
covered my  stock  of  provisions  and  the  bottles 
of  water,  and  possibly  the  parcel  of  wax  can- 
dles. But  I  was  not  uneasy ;  I  was  ready 
with  a  story.  The  sergeant,  speaking  with 
an  Irish  accent,  answered  :  '  We  have  found 
nothing,  sirr.' 

VOL.    II.  D 
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*  Did  you  thoroughly  overhaul  the  place, 
Mr.  Balls  ?  '  said  the  captain. 

'  Ay,  sir.  We've  hkewise  been  down  into 
the  fore-peak.     All's  right  for'ards.' 

I  was  astonished,  for  I  had  never  doubted 
that  they  would  light  upon  my  tins  of  meat 
and  the  bottles.  Whether  they  had  honestly 
overlooked  the  nook  in  which  the  things  were 
stowed  or  whether,  having  met  with  them, 
they  had  resolved  to  keep  the  stuff  to  secretly 
eat  and  enjoy,  is  a  question  1  cannot  answer. 
Suppose  this,  they'd  say  nothing  about  the 
bottles  of  water,  lest  one  discovery  should 
force  them  into  owning  the  other. 

'  Captain,'  exclaimed  the  doctor,  '  I  shall 
want  that  lad  locked  up  until  I  have  satisfied 
myself  as  to  his  motive  in  hiding  ! ' 

'  I'm  quite  willing  to  lock  him  up,'  answered 
the  captain,  '  but  I'm  an  old  hand,  and  I  may 
tell  you  that  there's  never  much  need  to 
scratch  deep  to  find  out  your  stowaway's 
reason.' 

'  I'm  not  satisfied,'  said  the  doctor,  turning 
his  head  and  staring  at  me  very  sternly ; 
'  you'll  lock  him  up,  if  you  please.' 
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•- Clap  him  in  j'our  jail;  there's  a  proper 
prison  below,'  said  the  captain. 

'  Certainly  not ! '  cried  the  doctor,  with  a 
toss  of  his  head,  seemingly  insensible  of  the 
sarcasm  of  the  captain's  suggestion.  *  He's  no 
convict,  sir,  he's  the  ship's  prisoner.' 

The  sergeant  eyed  me  very  steadfastly. 
He  suddenly  saluted  the  doctor,  and  ex- 
claimed :  '  May  I  'list  him,  sir  P  ' 

'  Try  him,'  said  the  captain,  dryly.  '  It's 
a  sure  sign  a  young  chap  wants  to  'list  when 
he  hides  in  the  fore-peak  of  an  outward- 
bounder.' 

'  Leave  that  matter,  sergeant.  Captain, 
you  ^\ill  be  so  good  as  to  lock  up  that  boy,' 
said  the  doctor. 

On  this  the  captain  told  the  boatswain  to 
send  the  steward  to  him.  A  man  with  pro- 
minent, purple-tipped  cheek-bones  and  blue 
eyes,  very  narrow  shoulders  and  legs  arching 
out  to  a  degree  I  had  never  before  beheld, 
wearing  a  blue  jacket  decorated  with  rows  of 
buttons,  came  out  of  the  cuddy.  The  captain 
called  him  on  to  the  poop. 

'  That  lad's  a  stowaway,'  said  the  captain, 
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pointing  to  me.  The  man  looked.  '  By 
order  of  the  surgeon- superintendent  he's  to 
be  locked  up.  Where  ?  In  the  forecastle  ? 
In  the  soldiers'  quarters  ?  You  have  spare 
cabins  in  the  steerage  ?  ' 

The  man  answered  :  '  Three.' 

'  Very  well,'  the  captain  said.  '  Take  him 
below  and  lock  him  up.' 

'You're  his  jailor,'  said  the  doctor,  '  and 
I  hold  you  responsible  for  his  safe  keeping.' 
The  steward  looked  uneasy  and  astonished, 
and  cast  a  glance  at  the  marching  file  of 
convicts. 

'  Here,'  said  the  captain.  The  steward 
approached  him  close.  Something  was  said. 
The  steward  then  came  to  me  and  exclaimed : 
*  Come  along,  young  man  ! '  I  followed  him 
down  the  steps  on  to  the  quarter-deck.  At 
this  instant  the  fiddle  ceased,  the  echoing 
tramp  of  the  felons  was  hushed,  the  convict- 
warders  as  before  cried  out  sharply  and 
fiercely. 

'  This  way,'  said  the  steward  ;  and  I  walked 
after  him  through  the  cuddy  door.  Here 
was  a  bright,  cheerful  interior.     The  Childe 
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Harold  was  a  passenger  ship,  and  her  accom- 
modation aft  was  ricli  and  fine.  She  was  a 
convict  ship  now.,  but  they  had  made  no 
change.  Tlie  bulkheads,  ceihno\  and  trunk 
of  the  mizzen-mast  were  beautiful  witli  gilt 
carving  and  paintings  ;  narrow  lengths  of 
brilliant  mirrors  flashed  back  the  light  that 
streamed  througli  the  skylights  ;  the  chairs 
and  lounges  were  choicely  upholstered.  Whilst 
I  gazed,  my  imagination  figured  the  grimy, 
barricaded,  sentinelled,  'tweendecks  prison  in 
which  Tom  was  to  live.  I  caught  sight  of 
myself  in  a  looking-glass.  I  had  omitted  to 
pull  off  my  cap  when  I  entered  tlie  cuddy — 
an  oversight  that  might  have  convicted  me 
to  a  keen  eye.  I  scarcely  knew  myself  in 
the  glass.  Spite  of  the  rub  I  had  given  my 
face  in  tlie  forecastle,  I  was  still  dark  with 
the  dirt  of  the  store-room.  It  was  as  good 
as  a  mask.  No  one  would  have  suspected 
the  delicate  skin  of  a  woman  under  the 
grime  on  my  cheek. 

'  This  way  !  '  said  tlie  steward. 

He  led  me  down  some  steps  that  fell  from 
a    small    square   of  hatch   close    against    the 
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inside  of  the  cuddy  front.  It  was  gloomy 
down  here.  A  corridor  ran  fore  and  aft,  and 
on  either  hand  were  two  or  three  cabins. 
The  steward  put  his  hand  upon  the  door  of 
the  first  of  these  cabins. 

'  Step  in,'  said  he.  '  Is  this  your  first 
appearance  in  quod,  youngster  ?  ' 

I  did  not  understand  him.  He  leaned 
against  a  bunk,  thrust  his  hand  into  his 
trousers'  pockets,  and  looked  me  over. 
'  What's  brought  you  into  this  day's  mess  ?  * 
said  he.     '  Wasn't  you  'appy  at  home  ?  ' 

I  resolved  to  answer  the  man  civilly, 
trusting  he  would  befriend  me. 

'  I  have  friends  in  Tasmania,  and  wish  to 
join  them.  I'm  willing  to  work  for  nothing 
if  you'll  give  me  work  I  can  do.  I'm  not 
strong,  sir.' 

He  asked  me  where  I  had  come  aboard, 
if  I  had  known  before  hiding  that  this  was 
a  convict  ship,  where  I  had  hidden,  and  how 
I  had  managed  for  food.  '  You're  a  young 
gent,'  said  he ;  '  that's  clear.  Them  'ands 
have  never  done  dirtier  work  than  quill- 
driving  in  some  office,  I'll  swear.     Hope  for 
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your  soul's  sake  you  haven't  run  away  for 
wrong-doing,  and  that  there's  no  kind  'arts 
at  home  a-haching  for  you.' 

I  declared  in  the  most  solemn  and  impas- 
sioned tones  that  I  had  not  run  away  for 
wrong-doing,  and  that  I  had  hidden  in  this 
ship  for  no  other  motive  than  to  reach  Tas- 
mania. He  inquired  my  name,  and  said : 
'  Well,  I  don't  mind  saying  I  like  your  looks. 
I  beheve  you're  honest  and  there's  no  'arm  in 
you.  What  does  that  there  doctor  mean  by 
turning  me  into  a  jailor?  I'm  head  steward. 
That's  what  1  shipped  for.  He  gets  his  living 
by  looking  after  criminals  at  sea ;  and  them 
as  ain't  criminals,  according  to  him,  must  be 
tarned  into  tarnkeys,  is  it  .^  He  be  blowed ! 
Ye've  had  a  tidy  spell  down  for'ards.  Since 
Woolwich,  hey?  Well,  the  capt'n  told  me 
to  give  ye  a  mouthful  of  grub,  and  that  looks 
well.  I'll  turn  the  key  upon  ye,  because  it's 
the  capt'n's  orders.  But  as  for  that  there 
doctor — he  be  blowed  ! ' 

He  went  out,  leaving  me  easy,  I  may  say 
almost  happy,  so  different  had  been  the  usage 
I  had  received  from  what  I  had  expected  ; 
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though,  to  be  sure,  the  doctor  had  yet  to 
settle  accounts  with  me.  But  what  could  he 
do  ?  If  he  kept  me  locked  up,  I  was  still  in 
the  ship  that  was  carrying  Tom  across  the 
seas.  If  he  threatened  me  with  the  gangway, 
there  was  my  sex.  I  might  know — nay,  I 
would  swear,  myself  a  sailor's  daughter — that 
there  was  never  a  seaman  on  board  that  ship 
who  would  allow  a  hand  to  be  lifted  against 
a  girl. 

I  took  a  view  of  the  little  cabin  I  was  in. 
It  was  a  steerage-berth,  designed  for  the  use 
of  second-class  passengers.  Two  mahogany 
bunks  were  affixed  to  the  ship's  wall  under 
the  circular  porthole.  In  a  corner  near  the 
door  was  a  convenient  arrangement  of 
drawers  and  wash-stand  and  a  flap,  which, 
on  lifting,  I  found  to  be  a  looking-glass.  I 
went  to  the  bunks  to  look  through  the  port- 
hole at  the  sea,  and  beheld  in  the  upper  bunk, 
on  the  bare  boards,  a  large  parcel.  I  could 
scarcely  credit  my  sight.  It  was,  in  truth, 
the  parcel  of  wearing  apparel  I  had  made  up 
when  I  put  on  my  boy's  clothes  and  addressed 
to  the  care  of  the  captain  of  this  ship  and  left 
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in  my  Woolwich  lodging,  on  the  bare  chances 
of  my  landlady  sending  it  to  the  vessel !  I 
say  it  was  truly  extraordinary  that  those 
clothes  should  be  lying  in  the  very  cabin  in 
which  I  was  now  lodged. 

Whilst  I  stood  looking  at  the  parcel  and 
musing  upon  the  associations  it  recalled,  and 
speculating  upon  the  ideas  the  landlady  had 
formed  of  me,  the  key  was  turned  and  the 
steward  entered. 

'  Here's  some  lush  and  a  mouthful  of 
grub  for  you,'  said  he.  '  It  isn't  every  stow- 
away who's  waited  on  by  a  head-steward, 
I  can  tell  you.  But  it's  the  cap'n's  orders, 
and  luck  comes  with  looks  in  this  blushen 
universe.' 

He  placed  a  mug  of  red  wine  and  a  plate 
plentifully  heaped  up  with  cold  boiled  beef 
and  ship-baked  bread  upon  the  wash-stand 
and  again  left  me,  turning  the  key.  I  ate 
heartily,  and  the  wine  did  me  good.  I  should 
have  been  mightily  thankful  for  soap  and 
water,  but  had  not  dared  ask  the  steward  for 
such  luxuries.  I  walked  about  the  cabin 
and  looked  through  the  portholes,  and  killed 


42  THE    CONVICT   SHIP 

the  time  by  thinking.  I  was  used  to  being 
alone,  and  after  the  darkness  forward,  with 
the  furious  motion  of  the  ship's  bows  and  the 
noises  in  the  hold  and  the  thunder  of  seas 
smitten  by  the  thrust  of  the  cutwater,  this 
lighted  cabin  was  heaven  with  its  tranquillity 
and  gentle  motion  of  deck.  I  thought  of 
Tom,  and  struggled  to  realise  his  prison 
quarters.  Gloomy  I  knew  they  must  be, 
heavily  grated  and  shrouded  by  its  sentinelled 
doorway  as  the  main  hatch  was  ;  gloomy  and 
evil-smelling,  repulsive  and  inhuman,  with 
spiked  barricades  and  a  prison  and  hospital. 
But  I  could  not  witness  the  picture  in  imagi- 
nation. How  and  where  did  the  prisoners 
sleep  ?  How  and  where  did  they  eat  ?  And 
what  was  their  fare  ? 

And  what  would  my  uncle  and  aunt  think 
if  they  knew  where  I  was  ?  I  imagined  them 
opening  that  door  there  and  looking  in  and 
seeing  me  dressed  as  a  boy  and  leaning  on 
the  edge  of  the  bunk.  So  far  my  love  had 
marched  to  a  conquering  tune.  And  it  was 
not  only  that  I  had  overcome  several  wonder- 
ful  difficulties   for    a    young    woman    to    en- 
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counter  single-handed ;  it  was  not  only  that 
I  was  in  the  same  shij)  with  my  sweetheart, 
bound  to  a  land  where  w^e  should  be  together, 
where  in  God's  good  time  and  with  patience 
we  might  come  to  dwell  together  as  husband 
and  wife,  happy  in  our  love,  happy  under 
new  skies,  happy  in  our  eternal  severance 
from  the  odious  and  inhuman  associations  of 
our  native  country  ;  I,  too,  should  have  suf- 
fered with  Tom,  and  taken  my  share  of  his 
misery,  if  not  of  his  humiliation  and  degrada- 
tion. This  was  a  sweet  and  noble  supporting 
thought.  It  was  the  one  triumph  of  my  love 
which  gladdened  me  most  to  think  of. 

After  I  had  been  locked  up  two  or  three 
hours,  and  whilst  the  sun  was  still  strong 
over  the  west,  filling  all  that  part  with  a 
moist  scarlet  light,  the  key  was  violently 
turned  and  Doctor  Ellice  walked  in.  My 
blood  was  fired  by  his  insolent  entrance,  as 
though  he  were  a  warder  with  a  right  to 
break  in  upon  a  prisoner  at  any  instant ;  but 
I  swiftly  cooled  when  I  recollected  that  he 
did  not  know  I  was  a  w^oman.  In  truth,  for 
the  moment  I  had  forgotten  my  masquerade. 
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And,  indeed,  there  is  nothing  so  hard  to  sham 
as  the  airs  and  behaviour  of  the  other  sex. 
A  woman  may  look  a  young  man  to  perfec- 
tion, as,  indeed,  I  did ;  but  her  female  tricks 
and  instincts  will  be  breaking  through  if 
vigilance  sleep  an  instant.  You  will  find 
this  so  by  observing  even  the  most  accom- 
plished actress  in  male  parts. 

'  I  have  come  to  talk  to  you,'  said  the 
doctor,  very  sternly.  'I  don't  understand 
your  presence  in  this  ship.  Your  explana- 
tions to  the  captain  and  to  myself  are  not 
sufficient,  and  are  unsatisfactory  so  far  as  they 
go.'  And  then  he  began  to  question  me. 
"Who  was  I  ?  What  was  my  age  ?  Would  I 
swear  that  I  was  going  to  Tasmania  to  seek 
some  relations  ?  Would  I  swear  that  my 
name  was  Simon  Marlowe  ?  By  this  time  my 
blood  was  on  fire  again,  and,  weakened  as  I 
was  by  what  I  had  passed  through,  I  might 
guess  the  old  flashing  lights  were  in  my  eyes 
as  I  looked  at  him. 

'  I'll  tell  you  this  much  about  myself,'  said 
I,  stepping  up  to  him  and  swelling  my  breast 
and  tossing  my  head  after  my  fashion  when  I 
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was  in  a  rage :  '  my  father  was  a  sailor,  and  I 
know  enough  of  the  sea  to  inform  you  that 
the  master  is  the  only  head  and  authority 
which  the  people  on  board  need  recognise. 
You  are  not  the  master  of  this  vessel.  What 
right  have  you  to  come  here  and  talk  to  me 
as  you  do,  and  to  insult  me  as  you  lately  did 
in  the  hearing  of  others,  with  your  doubts  as 
to  my  honesty  and  my  motives  for  leaving 
home  and  the  rest  of  it  ?  ' 

He  gazed  at  me  in  silence  with  the  utmost 
astonishment.  Indeed,  he  looked  crestfallen. 
His  lips  lay  apart  in  a  sort  of  yawn  of  wonder, 
but  he  quickly  recollected  himself,  as  you  will 
suppose  of  a  man  who,  as  I  afterward  learned, 
had  made  several  voyages  in  charge  of  convicts, 
and  was  used  to  felons.  His  face  darkened 
with  temper,  but  his  self-mastery  was  fine, 
and  there  was  no  passion  in  his  tones. 

'  You  do  not  understand.  You  are  insolent 
and  ignorant,  though  you  are  educated  and 
refined,  and  altogether  superior  to  the  situation 
in  which  you  have  placed  yourself.  On  this 
I  base  my  suspicion  and  I  must  have  the  truth. 
I  am  supreme  in  this  ship.    The  captain  obeys 
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my  orders.     This  is  a  Government  ship,  and 
you  are  subject  to  my  discipline.' 

He  then  began  to  question  me  afresh  very 
dehberately.  But  I  observed  that  he  no  longer 
insisted  upon  my  swearing  that  my  name  was 
Simon  Marlowe  and  so  on ;  and  indeed  it  was 
wonderful  that  so  sensible  a  man  should  ask 
questions  which  only  a  fool  would  put ;  for, 
let  me  have  answered  him  as  I  might,  would 
he  have  believed  me?  I  struggled  with  my 
temper  and  rephed  to  him ;  now  and  again  I 
would  not  answer,  and  he  passed  on.  Once 
he  threatened  to  bring  me  to  the  gangway,  by 
which  he  meant  that  he  would  order  me  to 
be  flogged ;  I  folded  my  arms  when  he  said 
that  and  looked  him  in  the  eyes. 

He  continued  to  question  me  very  sternly 
nevertheless  ;  demanded  full  particulars  of  my 
coming  on  board ;  asking  whether  I  had 
travelled  directly  from  my  home  wherever  it 
might  be,  or  loitered  at  Woolwich  before  hiding 
in  the  vessel.  I  told  him  I  had  stayed  a  short 
time  at  Woolwich. 

'  Are  you  acquainted  with  any  one  of  the 
convicts  on  board  this  ship  ?  '  he  exclaimed, 
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bursting  out  with  this  question  abruptly,  as 
though  to  catch  me  unawares. 

My  eyes  sought  the  deck.  I  went  to  the 
bunk  and  looked  through  the  porthole,  turning 
my  back  to  him. 

'  Answer  me,'  he  cried. 

I  slowly  confronted  him  and  said  :  '  Yes,  I 
know  one  of  the  convicts.' 

•  Which  is  the  man  ?  ' 

'  Barney  Abram.' 

He  stared  in  good  earnest,  made  a  step  the 
better  to  see  me,  my  back  being  to  the  port- 
hole, and  said  :  '  You  know  Barney  Abram  ? 
Probably  one  of  the  worst  characters  in  this 
ship.     You  are  a  friend  of  his  ?  ' 

'I  did  not  use  the  word  friend,  sir.  I 
know  Barney  Abram  by  sight.  I  recognised 
him  as  he  paced  the  deck  this  afternoon.' 

'  Where  have  you  met  him  on  shore  P ' 

'  He  was  pointed  out  to  me.' 

'  Where — where  ?  ' 

I  paused  to  let  him  know  I  was  not  to  be 
frightened  by  his  imperious  manner,  and 
answered  :  '  In  Xewgate  Prison.' 

'  Were  you  a  prisoner  P '  he  asked  quickly. 
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'I  was  a  visitor.' 

*  Whom  visiting  ?  ' 

'The  jail.' 

'  Who  pointed  the  man  out  to  you  ? ' 

'  My  companion.' 

'  Who  was  your  companion  ?  ' 

'  I'll  not  answer  that  question,'  I  replied, 
'  because  if  I  tell  you  who  that  companion  was, 
I  shall  be  acquainting  you  with  more  than  I 
intend  you  shall  know.  But  neither  will  I  tell 
you  any  hes.' 

He  looked  hard  at  my  hands.  I  held 
them  up  close  to  his  face  and  exclaimed : 
'Judge  for  yourself,  sir.  I  have  been  no 
prisoner  ! '  and  laughed. 

'  You  are  the  most  impudent  young  dog  I 
ever  met,'  said  he,  with  a  sort  of  admiration 
in  the  anger  of  his  looks.  '  Where  were  you 
educated  ?  ' 

'  I  never  went  to  school ;  I  was  educated 
at  home,'  I  answered,  feigning  an  air  of  shy- 
ness and  swinging  my  leg. 

'  Is  your  mother  living  ?  ' 

'  No,  sir.' 

'  Father  ? ' 
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'  I  have  a  stepfather,'  I  answered. 

'  And  his  is  the  home  you  have  run  away 
from,  I  suppose.'  He  mused  for  a  few 
moments  and  then  said  :  •  Put  on  your  cap, 
and  follow  me.' 

He  led  me  through  the  saloon  on  to  the 
main  deck,  and  so  through  the  gate  in  the 
after  barricade  where  the  sentry  stood.  I 
followed  him  without  alarm,  though  I  won- 
dered with  all  my  might  why  he  should  bring 
me  into  this  convicts'  inclosure.  Did  he  mean 
to  send  me  below  to  live  among  the  felons,  or 
to  be  locked  up  in  their  bulkheaded  prison  ? 
Xot  very  likely.  But  what  did  he  mean  to 
do  ? 

There  was  not  a  convict  to  be  seen  within 
the  barricades.  The  sunset  was  rich  and 
thunderous,  and  the  air  full  of  red  light ;  the 
wind  had  freshened  and  blew  very  cold.  The 
watch  on  deck  were  shcrtening  sail,  and  the 
three  royals  and  the  mizzen  top-gallantsail 
and   some  fore  and  aft  canvas  were  slattinnr 

o 

and   jumping  overhead,  with    a    few  seamen 

hoarsely  bawling  at  the  clew-lines,  and  some 

hands  sprawling  aloft.     The   first   mate  was 

VOL.   n.  E 
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now  in  charge,  and  lie  stood  on  the  poop 
looking  up,  watching  the  fellows  climbing. 
This  man  I  had  seen  aboard  the  ship  in  the 
East  India  Docks.  Tom  knew  him  and  had 
shaken  hands  with  him.  The  captain  was 
walking  with  the  two  military  officers,  the 
sentries  crossed  and  recrossed  the  poop-break, 
and  round  about  the  little  booby-hatch,  close 
against  the  cuddy  front,  were  two  or  three 
soldiers  and  a  few  women  and  children. 

'  Pass  the  word  for  Barney  Abram,'  said  the 
doctor  to  tlie  sentry  at  the  door  of  the  main 
hatch. 

The  soldier  did  so,  and  after  a  minute  or 
two  the  prize-fighter,  with  irons  on  his  legs 
and  a  chain  triced  up  to  his  waist,  came 
through  the  door,  attended  by  a  convict 
warder,  or  '  captain.'  He  was  a  fierce  and 
brutal-looking  creature  when  you  saw  him 
close.  His  face  was  pitted  with  small-pox,  and 
embellished  besides  with  the  scars  of  many 
bloody  conflicts  in  the  ring.  He  wore  an 
extraordinary  expression  ;  it  was  not  a  grin  ; 
it  was  not  a  smirk  ;  it  was  a  fixed,  crafty  leer 
of  knowingness. 
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'  Abram,  look  at  this  young  man  and  tell 
me  who  he  is,'  said  the  doctor. 

The  prize-fighter,  resting  his  elbows  in  the 
palms  of  his  immense  hands,  leaned  his  ugly 
face  forward  and  stared  at  me  ;  he  contracted 
his  brows  whilst  he  looked  as  though  he 
hunted  through  his  memory.  At  last  he 
exclaimed  :  '  I  devver  saw  the  young  gentle- 
bud  before.' 

'  He  says  he  knows  you,'  says  the  doctor. 

'  By  sight,'  I  exclaimed. 

'  That's  dot  ibprobable,'  said  the  prize- 
fighter, with  a  glance  at  the  sentry  and  a 
complacent  look  round,  and  holding  up  his 
head. 

'  Look  at  this  young  man,'  said  the  doctor. 
'  Where  have  you  met  him  ?  ' 

'  Debber  saw  liib  in  all  by  life.  S'elp  be 
as  true  as  by  'air's  growig,'  returned  the 
prize-fighter. 

'  He  says  he  saw  you  at  Xewgate.' 

'  I  was  there,'  answered  the  prize-figliter, 
pursing  up  his  leathery  under-lip. 

'  Observe  him  well  and  try  to  recollect  ir 
he  was  a  prisoner  ?  ' 
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*  Dot  in  by  tibe,'  said  the  prize-figliter. 

This  insinuation,  after  what  I  had  said, 
enraged  me.  '  You  know  I  never  was  a 
prisoner,  sir,'  I  cried.  '  You  are  acting  inhu- 
manly in  trying  to  confirm  your  hopes,  but 
not  your  suspicions,  that  I  was  one.  I  was  on 
a  visit  to  the  jail  for  my  entertainment.  My 
companion  and  I  were  conducted  to  the 
prisoners'  visiting-room.  There  I  saw  Mr. 
Barney  Abram  in  conversation  with  a  stout, 
dark  lady,  gaily  attired,  and  I  looked  at  him 
with  attention  because  he  was  pointed  out  to 
me  as  the  greatest  prize-fighter  of  the  age,  and 
that  is  why  I  mentioned  his  name  when  you 
asked  me  whether  I  knew  any  of  the  convicts 
on  board.' 

A  savage  glow  of  pleasure  brightened  the 
prize-fighter's  eye  as  he  listened  ;  my  auda- 
cious address,  my  reference  to  the  brute's  fame, 
acted  upon  his  spirits  like  a  can  of  drink. 
The  sentry  eyed  me  askant  ;  the  warder  with 
a  satisfaction  which  his  flat,  ruffianly  face 
could  not  conceal. 

'  You    saw  be   talking    to    by  wife,'  said 
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Barney  Abram  ! — '  a  stout,  splendid  woban, 
'adsobly  dressed  as  you  put  it,  sir.  The  cir- 
cumstance is  all  correct.' 

'  You  can  go  below,'  said  the  doctor. 

I  received  a  fierce,  exulting,  congratulatory 
glance  from  the  bruiser  as  he  turned  about  in 
his  shackles  to  re-enter  the  door.  He  might 
have  meant  to  applaud  me  for  my  fearless 
speech,  or,  which  is  more  likely,  he  might  have 
meant  to  wish  me  luck  in  the  scheme  which 
had  brought  me  into  conflict  with  the  surgeon, 
and  which  he  would  naturally  hope  and  believe 
was  criminal. 

The  doctor  now  told  me  to  pass  on  to  the 
quarter-deck,  and  I  thought  he  meant  to 
take  me  below  and  lock  me  up  again. 
Instead  of  which  he  left  me  standing  outside 
the  barricade  and  went  on  to  the  poop, 
where  he  joined  Captain  Sutherland  and  his 
military  companions,  all  of  whom  had  been 
gazing  at  us  from  over  the  brass  rail  whilst 
we  talked  with  Mr.  Barney  Abram.  I  could 
not  understand  the  meaning  of  this  doctor's 
purposeless  questions  and  behaviour,  but  I  dare 
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say  I  was  right  when  I  supposed  he  intended 
to  let  everybody  see  and  understand  he  was 
first  in  the  ship. 

Always,  in  the  days  of  the  convict  ship, 
the  unhappy  criminals  were  dispatched  across 
the  sea  in  charge  of  a  naval  medical  officer 
appointed  by  the  admiralty,  and  called  the 
surgeon-superintendent.  The  ship  was  virtu- 
ally placed  in  his  hands  to  do  what  he  pleased 
with,  and,  though  I  don't  suppose  he  was  em- 
powered to  interfere  in  the  navigation  of  the 
vessel,  he  was  undoubtedly  privileged  to  order 
the  master  to  call  into  such  ports  on  the  way 
as  he  (the  surgeon)  might  choose  to  name  ; 
thereby  retarding  the  voyage  of  the  ship,  and 
perhaps  imperilling  her,  as  was  the  case  with  a 
certain  convict  ship  which  was  nearly  lost 
through  the  surgeon  ordering  that  she  should 
make  Simon's  Bay  under  conditions  of  season 
and  weather  which  the  captain  declared 
dangerous.  Hence  there  was  usually  a  strong 
feeling  between  the  surgeon-superintendent 
and  the  captain  and  mates.  I  suspected  some- 
thing of  the  sort  here,  and   believed  Doctor 
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Eussell-Ellice  had  given  himself  a  great  deal 
of  unnecessary  trouble  to  prove  me  a  rogue, 
merely  that  the  captain  and  the  mates  should 
see  what  a  very  clever  fellow  he  was,  and  how 
very  much  in  earnest  also  in  his  resolution  to 
strut  to  the  very  topmost  inches  of  his  little 
dignity  and  his  brief  authority. 
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CHAPTER   XX 

SHE   COXVERSES   WITH    HER   COUSIX 

pRESEXTLY  I  Stepped  leisurely  into  the  recess 
under  the  poop  where  the  soldiers  and  the 
women  were.  One  was  the  pretty  young 
woman  who  had  given  me  a  smile  when  I 
came  on  board  the  ship  at  Woolwich.  She 
viewed  me  with  her  soft,  dark  eyes  witli  a 
wistful  admiration,  but  I  could  not  observe 
tliat  she  remembered  me.  The  three  or  four 
soldiers  without  belts,  their  jackets  un- 
buttoned, lounged  against  the  bulkhead, 
smoking  their  pipes.  I  was  now  used  to  being 
stared  at,  and  gave  them  no  heed.  Whilst  I 
thus  stood  waiting  for  what  was  next  to 
happen.  Will  came  along  from  his  berth  for- 
ward. When  he  saw  me,  he  seemed  to  pause, 
as  though  not  knowing  what  to  do.  With 
the  most  pronounced  air  I  could  contrive  I 
averted  my  face  and  looked  into  the  saloon 
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through  the  window,  and  when  I  glanced 
again  my  cousin  was  out  of  sight.  I  was 
very  much  in  earnest  that  he  should  not  get 
in  trouble  through  me ;  nay,  I  desired  that 
for  a  long  time  yet  he  and  I  should  keep  as 
wide  apart  as  the  two  ends  of  the  ship.  He 
was  boyish  and  imprudent,  and  might  at  any 
moment  say  or  do  something  that  would  lead 
to  the  disclosure  of  my  sex,  and,  for  all  I 
knew,  to  the  revelation  of  my  motive  in  hiding 
in  this  ship. 

The  soldiers  talked  of  the  convicts,  and  I 
pricked  up  my  ears,  thirsty  for  all  information 
of  the  gloomy,  hidden  quarters  where  Tom 
lived.  One  asked  if  the  people  were  kept 
in  irons  throughout  the  voyage.  Another 
answered,  Xo  ;  he  believed  the  irons  were 
taken  off  after  the  ship  was  out  of  the  Bay  of 
Biscay. 

'  I  couldn't  'elp  laughing,'  said  one  of  the 
soldiers.  '  I  was  on  sentry  below  and  heard 
a  chap  say  to  some  others  :  '*  I  don't  mind 
praying,  but  cussed  if  I'm  going  to  pray  for 
the  Governor  of  Tasmania  I  I'll  pray  for  rain 
if  it's  wanted,  but  not  for  a  bloomed  Governor." 
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"  Who  asks  ye  ?  "  says  one  of  the  convicts. 
"  It's  to  be  a  part  of  the  prayers,"  said  the 
other.  "  Me  pray  for  the  Governor  of  Tas- 
mania ! '' — and  here  he  swore  and  used  such 
language  that  I  had  to  caution  him.' 

'  I  wouldn't  pray  for  ne'er  a  Governor  if 
I  was  a  convick,'  said  the  pretty  young 
woman,  with  a  toss  of  her  head  and  a  side- 
glance  at  me.  'It's  a  shame  to  make  a  joke 
of  sacred  things.  Should  a  convick  be  made 
to  pray  for  his  jailer  ?  Would  the  Lord  listen 
to  the  prayer  of  a  sailor  who  asks  a  blessing 
on  the  bo'sun  who's  just  been  flogging  him  ?  ' 

'  There's  some  queer  chaps  downstairs,' 
said  one  of  the  soldiers.  '  There's  a  fellow 
they  call  the  smasher — a  little,  gray-haired 
man  with  the  kindest  of  faces,  and  speaks  as 
soft  as  pouring  out  milk ;  he's  lagged  for  one 
of  the  most  awful  crimes.  There's  a  play- 
actor— dunno  what  right  he's  got  down  there. 
They  sails  under  false  colours.  Dessay  if 
he'd  got  his  right  name  ye'd  find  him  some 
one  as  had  been  tiptop  at  Drury  Lane  and 
the  best  of  theayters.  There's  a  quiet,  pleas- 
ing-looking  chap,  lagged    for   scuttling.'     A 
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woman  asked  what  tliat  was.  '  Sinking  a 
ship  by  making  a  hole  in  her.' 

'  The  villain  ! '  cried  the  woman.  '  I  hope 
they'll  not  give  him  a  chance  with  liis  tricks 
here.' 

'  I'm  sorry  for  that  chap,  somehow,'  said 
the  soldier.  '  If  I  was  a  painter  I'd  like  to 
draw  his  picture.  I'll  point  him  out  some 
time  or  other,  and  then  you  take  notice,  Jim, 
of  his  melancholy  face.  One  picks  up  a  lot 
on  sentry.' 

'A  bad  lot,'  said  another  soldier,  spitting. 

I  listened  eagerly  and  longed  passionately 
to  ask  questions,  but  durst  not.  Yet  I  might 
be  sure  that  the  soldier  spoke  of  Tom,  and  I 
loved  the  fellow  for  speaking  of  him  kindly ; 
and  it  was  another  proof  that  my  sweetheart 
was  in  the  ship. 

A  child  came  and  stood  in  front  of  me 
and  looked  up  into  my  face.  It  was  a  pretty 
little  girl.  I  stooped  and  patted  her  cheek 
and  kissed  her,  took  her  by  the  hands  and 
jumped  her  into  a  little  dance,  which  kept 
her  laughing.  I  knew  which  was  the  child's 
father  by  the  pleased  look  one  of  the  soldiers 
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regarded  me  with.  It  was  the  man  who  had 
spoken  kindly  of  Tom.  When  I  found  this 
out  I  kissed  the  child  again  and  talked  to  her 
of  the  ship  and  the  sea.  I  observed  that  my 
manners  and  speech  controlled  the  listeners. 
They  all  knew  I  was  a  runaway  stowaway, 
and  though  they  could  know  no  more  they 
might  suspect  a  great  deal  more.  And  yet 
they  viewed  me  respectfully  and  talked  with 
a  sort  of  civil  reference  to  me  as  though  I 
was  a  gentleman,  listening. 

The  hghts  were  burning  very  red  but  gradu- 
ally dimming  in  the  west,  and  the  sides  of  the 
seas  slipped  away  from  under  the  ship  in  hard, 
dark-green  slopes,  laced  with  spray,  and 
the  froth  of  their  heads  was  faintly  coloured 
by  the  sunset.  The  heel  of  the  ship  was  sharp, 
and  she  broke  through  the  billows  in  thunder. 
There  was  a  mighty  noise  of  whistling  and 
raving  aloft,  and  the  strange  shrill  shrieking  of 
the  foaming  and  dissolving  salt  alongside  made 
me  wonder  what  that  sound  in  the  wind  was. 

An  apprentice  came  off  the  poop  and 
struck  a  bell  suspended  this  side  of  the 
quarter-deck   barricade.     A   minute    or    two 
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later  a  convict  passed  through  the  door  of  the 
main  hatch  and  placed  himseK  beside  the 
sentry ;  a  second  and  then  a  third  emerged 
until  a  considerable  number  of  men  had 
assembled ;  they  formed  in  a  close-packed 
column  which  stretched  about  half-way  to  the 
convicts'  galley  ;  the  soldier  with  whose  child 
I  played,  seeing  me  looking  at  the  convicts, 
exclaimed  :  '  They're  getting  their  supper. 
Them's  the  messmen.  As  the  fellows  receive 
their  cocoa  or  whate'er  it  be,  from  the  galley, 
they  carries  it  below,  one  by  one.' 

I  imagined  that  Tom  might  be  amongst 
that  set  of  convicts,  and  made  a  movement 
with  the  idea  of  walking  some  distance  for- 
ward, where  I  should  be  able  to  see  ;  but  I 
stopped  myself  on  reflecting  that  the  doctor 
was  probably  at  the  poop  rail  overhead  look- 
ing on. 

'  'Taint  bad  disciphne,  taking  it  all  round,' 
said  the  soldier,  speaking  to  all  who  chose  to 
listen,  though  I  seemed  to  find  his  remarks 
intended  for  my  amusement  or  enlightenment. 
'  It's  mostly  settled  aboard  the  hulks  before 
the  parties  come  aboard.     So  I'm  told.     The 
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convicts  they  think  proper  to  trust  are  made 
petty  officers  of.  There's  first  and  second 
captains,  captains  of  divisions,  captains  of 
wards.  Then  some  of  them  are  made  cooks 
of,  t'others  barbers,  and  every  mess  has  its 
head.  With  this  sort  of  arrangement  they 
keeps  each  other  in  order.' 

'  Do  any  privileges  go  along  with  these 
appoinments  ?  '  asked  one  of  the  soldiers. 

'The  privilege  of  being  appointed.' 

I  listened,  but  asked  no  questions.  I 
dared  not  exhibit  interest.  I  could  not  forget 
that  these  soldiers  formed  a  portion  of  the 
convicts'  guard. 

'  I  notice,'  said  one  of  the  soldiers,  '  that 
they  puts  them  there  malefactors  to  all  sorts 
of  ship's  work.  They  were  helping  the  sailors 
wash  the  deck  down  this  morning.  They 
work  hard,  as  though  eddicated  under  the 
muzzle  of  the  carbine.  A  sight  of  difference 
there  was  'twixt  the  sailors'  scrubbing  and 
their'n.' 

I  was  watching  the  convicts  whilst  I  hs- 
tened  to  the  soldier's  talk,  when  some  one 
inside  of  the  cuddy  called  out :  '  Marlowe ! ' 


SHE    CONVERSES    WITH    HER    COUSIN       63 

I  forgot  my  feigned  name,  and  did  not  respond. 
The  voice  again  called,  on  which,  with  a  start, 
I  looked  through  the  cuddy  door  and  saw  the 
steward. 

'I  reckoned  as  much,'  said  he,  with  a 
laugh.  '  'Taint  every  purser's  name  as  fits 
like  old  boots.     Step  this  way.' 

I  entered.  Just  then  the  doctor  came 
down  the  companion-steps  at  the  end  of  the 
cuddy  and  entered  an  after-cabin  on  the  port 
side.  He  paused  a  moment,  as  though  to 
observe  me,  but  did  not  speak.  A  vouncif 
man,  whom  I  supposed  to  be  an  under-steward, 
was  lighting  the  cabin  lamps,  but  there  still 
lived  a  wild  flush  of  western  light,  and  vou 
saw  plainly  by  it. 

The  steward  began  by  informing  me  that 
I  had  no  business  in  the  ship  ;  that  by  stow- 
ing myself  away  on  board  a  convict  ship  I 
risked  the  chance  of  being  made  a  felon  of,  of 
receivincr  six  dozens  at  the  ^anc/wav.  of  beino- 
hanged  at  the  yard-arm.  In  thus  reassuring 
me  he  gave  himself  the  airs  of  the  captain  of 
the  ship.  He  then  added  :  '  However,  I  like 
your  looks,  as  I  told  you  before,  and  I  've  put 
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in  a  good  word  for  you  with  Captain  Suther- 
land, who,  I  may  tell  you,  don't  think  any 
the  worse  of  a  youngster  like  you  for  squaring 
up,  as  he's  heard  you've  done,  to  the  doctor. 
The  doctor  himself  owned  to  the  captain,' 
said  he,  lowering  his  voice  and  looking  aft 
toward  the  surgeon's  cabin,  '  that  he  got 
rather  more  from  you  than  he  knew  what  to 
do  with.'  He  then  abruptly  inquired  if  I 
possessed  any  clothes  besides  those  I  wore.  I 
answered  I  had  not. 

'  Got  any  money  ? ' 

'  How  much  ought  I  to  want  ? ' 

'  How  much  ha'  ye  got  ? '  said  he. 

« All  I  shall  need  on  my  arrival,'  said  I. 

He  looked  puzzled,  eyed  me  all  over,  then 
approaching  me  by  a  step  he  exclaimed  with 
an  earnest,  confidential  face :  '  Jokin'  apart, 
young  man,  who  are  you  and  what's  your 
object  in  cutting  this  here  caper?'  Finding 
I  did  not  reply,  he  continued  :  '  You're  to 
have  all  the  money  you  want  when  you 
arrive  ?  And  you  haven't  money  enough  to 
pay  your  passage  to  get  what's  awaiting  for 
3^ou?'     He  paused.      'Well,  now,  see   here. 
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You've  got  no  business  aboard,  and  you  stood 
to  be  whipped,  and  you  stood  to  be  hanged 
for  hiding  in  a  Government  transport.  You've 
got  to  be  fed,  and  gent  or  no  gent,  you  must 
work.' 

'  I'm  wilhng  and  anxious  to  work.' 

'  The  captain's  handed  you  over  to  me. 
There's  plenty  of  hands  for'ard,  most  of  them 
about  as  sarviceable  at  a  pinch  as  you'd  be 
hkely  to  prove.  We're  short  of  a  man  aft, 
and  you'll  do  for  the  post.  Can  you  wait  at 
table?' 

'  I'll  try.' 

'  Well,  you  may  rise  to  it.  We'll  see. 
You'U  be  wanted  to  carry  tlie  dirty  dishes 
for'ard  for  the  cook's  mate  to  wash,  to  help 
bring  the  dishes  along  from  the  galley,  and 
to  hancf  about  here  whilst  the  officers  are 
eating,  ready  to  run  to  the  gaUey  on  arrands.' 

'  I'll  do  all  that  willingly,'  said  I. 

He  then  told  me  that  the  second  steward 
slung  his  hammock  next  door  to  the  pantry 
in  the  steerage,  but  as  there  were  two  or  three 
empty  cabins  down  there  I  was  welcome  to 
use  a  bunk  in  the  one  in  which  I  had  been 
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locked  up.  '  As  for  a  bed,'  said  he — '  you'd 
better  ask  the  saihnaker  to  give  you  a  piece 
of  old  canvas,  and  the  butcher  to  give  you  a 
bundle  of  straw ;  you'll  get  all  the  mattress 
you'll  want  out  of  that.  If  I  can  meet  with  a 
stray  blanket  you  shall  have  it.  That  pilot 
jacket,  though  a  good  coat,  ain't  quite  up  to 
the  knocker  for  table  work.  Pity  you  haven't 
got  a  little  loose  cash  upon  you.  I've  got  a 
spare  jacket  which,'  said  he,  taking  a  view  of 
my  shoulders,  '  would  fit  you  for  breadth  to  a 
hair.  But  not  to  button  across  ;  why,  I  never 
see  such  a  chest  on  a  young  fellow.  And  now 
you  can  turn  to,'  said  he  ;  '  the  table's  to  be 
got  ready  for  dinner  and  you  can  help.' 

I  requested  him  to  lend  me  some  soap  and 
a  towel.  He  grinned  and  asked  me  if  there 
was  any  perfumery  he  could  oblige  me  with. 
'  But  you're  right,'  said  he.  '  You're  in  want 
of  a  wash-down.'  He  left  me,  and  presently 
returned  with  a  piece  of  marine  soap  and  a 
coarse  towel.  He  then  told  me  where  I  should 
find  a  bucket,  and  recommended  me  to  draw 
some  water  at  the  head  pump  on  the  forecastle, 
and  to  be  careful  not  to  spill  any  on  the  deck 
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as  I  brought  it  along  if  I  did  not  want  to  be 
sworn  at  by  the  officer  of  the  watch. 

I  took  a  bucket  from  a  rack  near  the  main- 
mast and  went  along  the  gangway,  as  I  term 
the  alley  betwixt  the  barricade  and  the  bul- 
warks. My  heart  was  almost  light.  The  work 
I  was  to  be  put  to  was  just  such  as  I  should 
have  chosen  out  of  the  whole  group  of  duties 
of  the  big  ship.  It  was  work  that  would  keep 
me  away  from  tlie  forecastle  hands  ;  it  would 
not  put  more  upon  me  than  my  strength  was 
equal  to.  Best  of  all,  I  was  to  occupy  a  cabin 
alone,  which  was  an  extraordinary  piece  of 
good  fortune. 

It  was  the  first  dog-watch.  All  the  con- 
victs were  in  their  prison  quarters  ;  a  number 
of  sailors  were  smoking,  idling,  and  talking  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  galleys ;  the  wind 
swept  keen  and  hard  athwart  the  forecastle  ; 
and  the  sentry  was  the  only  figure  that  paced 
that  deck.  Some  rough  chaff  saluted  me  as  I 
passed  the  sailors.  One  asked  if  I  was  going 
a-milking ;  another  advised  me  to  chuck  the 
bucket  overboard  and  watch  it  tow.  Just  as 
I  was  stepping  up  the  forecastle  ladder,  Will, 
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with  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  put  his  head  out  of 
his  berth.  He  instantly  saw  me,  and  called 
out,  with  the  manner  of  a  young  fellow  exer- 
cising some  httle  authority  ; 

'  Where  are  you  taking  that  bucket  to  ?  ' 

'  On  to  the  forecastle  for  water,  sir,'  I 
answered. 

'  Do  you  know  anything  about  rigging  a 
head  pump  ?  '  he  exclaimed.  '  Not  you  ! '  he 
cried,  laughing  with  a  fine  assumption  of  half- 
jocose,  half- pitying  good  nature.  '  Here,  I'll 
show  you  what  to  do.' 

He  followed  me  up  the  ladder.  Upon  the 
forecastle  the  wind  was  blowing  with  a  great 
roaring  noise.  The  sentry  leaned  against  it, 
and  his  heavily  coated  figure  swayed  like  a 
scarecrow  in  a  breezy  field  as  he  swung  on 
his  gripping  feet  to  the  plunge  and  toss  of  the 
bow.  The  surge,  rent  by  the  sheering  cut- 
water, rose  in  a  boiling  mass  of  whiteness  to 
Avithin  reach  of  the  rail  when  the  ship  pitched. 
The  driven  fabric  swept  the  sea  from  her 
weather  bow  in  smoke,  and  at  every  stately 
curtsey  a  vast  sheet  of  foam  washed  many 
fathoms    ahead.     The  sea   ridged   dark   and 
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hard.  The  ship  heeled  sharply  over  under 
great  breasts  of  canvas,  and  from  the  fore- 
castle you  saw  the  froth  race  past  her  on 
either  hand,  and  lift  astern  like  a  snow-covered 
path. 

'  This  was  my  chance  and  the  first  chance, 
Marian,'  said  Will.    '  How  are  you  getting  on  ?  ' 

'  Well.' 

'  We'll  seem  to  loiter  a  bit  over  this  pump. 
What  are  they  going  to  do  with  you  ? ' 

I  told  him. 

'What!  Cuddy  bottle-washer?  And 
the  steward's  the  cad  of  the  ship.  There  are 
many  cads  amongst  us,  but  he's  head  of  the 
clan  here.' 

'  I'm  perfectly  satisfied,  Will.  I  wish  I 
could  see  Tom.  I  want  to  see  him  with  my 
own  eyes.' 

'Hold  the  bucket  so,'  said  he,  'and  I'll 
pump.  Oh,  never  mind  the  sentry.  Xo 
notice  is  taken  of  soldiers  at  this  end  of  the 
ship.  I  could  hug  you  for  your  pluck,  I 
could.  After  all  these  days  of  black  hole 
under  here  to  talk  to  the  captain  and  doctor 
as  I  heard  you  !     Where  do  you  sleep  ? ' 
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All  this  while  he  was  pretending  to  work 
the  brake  of  the  pump  as  though  something 
was  wrong  with  it.     I  answered. 

'  Come,  that's  good,'  said  he  ;  'a  cabin  to 
yourself!  They  couldn't  have  given  you 
more  had  they  charged  you  sixty  guineas.' 

'  I  have  no  mattress  and  nothing  to  sleep 
on  but  the  bunk-boards,'  said  I. 

'  And  no  bedclothes,  of  course  ?  '  said  he. 

'  The  steward  has  promised  me  the  loan  of 
a  blanket  if  he  can  find  one.' 

'  Leave  me  to  see  what  I  can  do,'  he  ex- 
claimed. 

'  Eun  no  risks.  Will,  for  both  our  sakes.' 

'  Do  you  want  jour  money,  Marian  ? ' 

'  No,  I  was  searched .  If  I  produce  money 
now,  they'll  guess  I  have  a  friend  on  board. 
Will,  there's  one  thing  you  must  contrive : 
Let  me  have  pencil  and  paper.  Not  now. 
Wait  for  a  better  chance.  There  will  be 
plenty.     I  must  write  to  him.' 

'  How  are  you  going  to  give  him  a  let- 
ter?' 

'  I'll  find  a  way,  WiU.' 

'  Marian,  there's  no  man  under  these  stars, 
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which  are  beginninf!"  to  shine,  who's  worth 
what  you're  doing  for  Tom.  How  cold  the 
wind  blows  I  And  aren't  they  driving  the  old 
bucket  just !  I  know  what  it  will  be — eight 
bells,  and  Balls's  infernal  pipe,  and  an  hour's 
roosting  up  amongst  those  boughs  there  to 
reef  and  stow.  You  don't  want  all  that  water 
to  wash  in.' 

He  emptied  two-thirds  of  the  bucket,  put 
the  strap  into  my  hand,  and  we  went  down 
the  forecastle  ladder.  The  steward,  who  was 
helping  the  other  man  to  lay  the  cloth,  asked 
what  had  kept  me  so  long. 

•  The  pump's  stiff.'  said  I.  *  and  it  blows 
hard  on  the  fo'c'sle.' 

'  Hard  in  3'our  eye  !  '  he  exclaimed. 
*  Look  lively  now  I  There  must  be  no 
skulking.  If  you  don't  bear  a  hand  here,  I'll 
send  you  forward  to  the  bo'sun  and  the  land 
of  ropes'  ends  and  kicks.' 

The  under-steward  laughed  lieartily.  I 
went  briskly  to  my  cabin,  and  washed  my 
face  and  hands  as  well  as  I  could  in  the  dark. 
I  found  nothing?  in  the  steward's  lancfuacre  to 
anger  me — nothing  in  my  situation  to  cause 


72  THE   CONVICT   SHIP 

me  an  instant's  regret.  The  truth  is,  I  was 
extraordinarily  encouraged  and  supported  by 
the  sense  of  my  sex — by  the  thought  that 
I  need  but  avow  myself  to  become  an  object 
of  romantic  interest,  and  so  be,  at  all  events, 
humanely  treated.  Indeed,  I  caught  myself 
laughing  Avhen  I  put  my  hand  into  the  upper 
bunk  to  feel  for  the  parcel  of  my  wearing 
apparel.  What,  I  thought  to  myself,  would 
the  steward  think  if  I  were  to  dress  myself  in 
those  clothes  and  enter  the  cuddy  ? 
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CHAPTEE  XXI 

SHE  ENTEKS  UPON  HER  DUTIES 

I  DID  but  little  on  this  the  first  day  of  my 
entering  upon  my  strange  new  duties.  The 
steward  distrusted  my  sea-legs,  and  he  and 
his  mate  fetched  the  dishes  from  the  galley. 
I  hung  about  the  fore-end  of  the  cuddy,  put 
the  dirty  plates  into  the  basket,  collected  the 
knives  and  forks,  went  on  errands  to  the 
pantry  and  the  like.  The  picture  of  tlie 
cuddy  was  bright  and  hearty.  Two  large 
illuminated  globes,  in  silver  holders,  swung 
under  the  ceiling ;  the  light  of  them  flashed 
in  the  mirrors  and  rippled  with  the  move- 
ments of  the  ship  in  the  polished  woodwork. 
The  captain  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  the 
doctor  on  his  right.  Captain  Barrett  and 
Lieutenant  Chimmo  sat  together  on  the  other 
side.  Once  or  twice  Captain  Barrett  screwed 
his  glass  into  his  eye  and  looked  at  me,  but 
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his  gaze  expressed  no  more  than  surprise  to 
find  me  at  work  as  a  cuddy  servant.  The 
others  took  not  the  least  notice  of  me. 

Captain  Barrett  had  a  loud  laugh  and  a 
hearty  manner  of  speaking  ;  Lieutenant 
Chimmo  was  thin  of  voice,  stilted  and  affected, 
so  stiff  and  snobbish  as  to  satisfy  me  he  was 
not  a  born  gentleman.  I  wondered  to  find 
neither  of  the  mates  at  the  table,  but  I  soon 
discovered  that  it  was  the  custom  on  board 
the  Childe  Harold  for  the  mate  of  the  watch 
to  come  below  and  eat  after  the  captain  was 
done,  the  other  two  mates  joining  him  when 
possible,  so  as  to  make  a  separate  table. 

The  talk  at  the  beginning  was  not  very 
interesting.  The  convict  guard,  it  seems,  had 
come  to  the  ship  from  Chatham,  and  neither 
Captain  Barrett  nor  the  lieutenant  could  say 
too  much  in  abuse  of  that  place.  There  was 
no  society  ;  dirt  and  drink  formed  the  life  of 
the  town.  Deptford,  nay  even  Sheerness,  was 
sweet  and  desirable  compared  to  Chatham. 
The  doctor  ate  and  drank  water  with  a  little 
wine  in  it  and  seemed  to  listen.  The  captain 
frequently  lifted  his  eyes  to  the  skyhght  as 
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tlioiicfh  thinkincf  more  of  the  weather  than 
of  the  oflScers'  chatter.  Presently  Captain 
Barrett,  leaning  across  the  table,  said  to  the 
doctor : 

*  Chimmo  and  I  have  been  wondering 
whether  you'd  have  any  objection,  after  the 
fellow's  irons  are  knocked  off,  I  mean,  to 
Barney  Abram  coming  aft  to  give  us  a  few 
lessons  in  sparring  ?  I  dare  say,  captain, 
your  sailmaker  could  contrive  to  furnish  out 
an  arrangement  of  canvas  and  oakum  to 
.answer  for  boxing-gloves.' 

'  It  would  be  impossible  to  imagine  any 
objection  stronger  than  mine  to  your  sugges- 
tion,'  said  the  doctor. 

'  There'd  be  always  a  sentry  at  hand,  you 
know^'  said  Lieutenant  Chimmo. 

'  Let  us  change  the  subject,'  said  the 
doctor  severely. 

Captain  Barrett  looked  at  the  doctor  with 
a  shght  sneer  and  said  :  '  We'll  not  talk  of 
bringing  Barney  Abram  aft  :  w^e'll  talk  of 
Barney  Abram  as  he  is.  Pity  so  much  talent 
shoidd  go  wrong.  Transport  your  felonious 
clergy,  attorneys,  farmers,  medical  men,'  lie 
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added,  with  a  significant  look  at  the  doctor, 
'  there'd  always  then  be  too  many  to  spare. 
But  to  send  such  a  prize-fighter  as  Barney 
Abram  out  of  the  kingdom  !  To  ship  him 
into  a  country  where  there'll  be  nobody 
to  appreciate  him  !  By  Heaven,  it's  as  bad 
as  robbing  the  crown  of  England  of  a 
jewel ! ' 

The  captain,  observing  that  the  doctor 
did  not  like  this  talk,  changed  the  subject  by 
speaking  of  the  fine  progress  the  ship  was 
making.  At  this  moment  I  was  sent  to  the 
pantry  by  the  steward.  When  I  returned, 
I  heard  Lieutenant  Chimmo  say  :  '  What 
would  those  chaps  under  hatches  give  for  a 
taste  of  that  curried  fowl !  Your  cook's  a 
neat  hand,  captain.' 

'  The  provisions  served  out  to  the  con- 
victs are  infernally  bad,'  said  Captain  Barrett. 

'  "  They  are  not  good,  but  they  may  be 
eaten,"  as  Charles  XTE.  said  to  the  soldier 
who  showed  him  some  mouldy  pieces  of 
bread,'  exclaimed  the  doctor. 

'  At  such  a  table  as  this,'  said  Lieutenant 
Chimmo,  '  a  man  can  take  a  philosophic  view 
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of  the  tastes  and  appetites  of  people  who  are 
ill-fed.' 

'  Convicts  are  as  well  fed  as  sailors,'  said 
Captain  Sutherland. 

'I'd  rather  be  a  convict  than  a  sailor,' 
said  Captain  Barrett. 

'  One's  t'other  more  often  than  not,' 
observed  Lieutenant  Chimmo.  '  'Stonishing 
what  a  lot  of  rascals  sail  afore  the  mast ! ' 

'  Take  care  that  whisper  don't  get  forward 
of  the  main-hatch  sentry,'  said  the  captain, 
with  a  glance  at  the  steward.  -Jack's  got  a 
sensitive  side  to  his  nature.' 

'Doctor,  what's  to  be  the  routine  when 
decent  weather  sets  in  P '  inquired  Captain 
Barrett. 

'Schools,  Bible  classes,  and  frequent 
prayer-meetings,  sir,'  answered  the  doctor. 

'  Don't  educate  them,'  said  Lieutenant 
Chimmo.  '  They're  very  bad  now ;  education'll 
make  them  worse.' 

'  I'm  with  Chimmo,'  said  Captain  Barrett. 
'  Doctor,  I'll  wager  you  what  you  will  that 
the  worst  of  your  people  are  those  who  are 
most  intelHoent  and  best  educated.' 
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The  doctor  made  no  answer. 

'  I  must  state  this  as  a  fact,'  said  Captain 
Sutherland,  with  a  side  look  at  the  doctor, 
as  though  distrusting  his  topic  :  '  Mr.  Bates, 
my  chief  officer,  recognised  one  of  the 
convicts.  His  name — '  The  doctor  made  a 
motion  with  his  hand.  '  Well,  enough  if  I 
say,'  exclaimed  the  captain,  stammering, '  that 
this  same  man  is  a  person  of  excellent  ante- 
cedents, was  for  years  at  sea,  and  held  several 
posts  of  trust,  and  finally  wound  up  a  flourish- 
ing career  by  investing  his  savings  in  a  smart 
little  barque  for  no  other  purpose  than  to 
scuttle  her  that  he  might  pocket  about  triple 
the  amount  of  his  venture  in  insurance 
money.' 

I  heard  this,  and  my  heart  turned  hot. 
I  longed  to  walk  up  to  Captain  Sutherland, 
look  him  in  the  eyes,  and  call  him  a  beast  and 
a  liar.  Xo  one  observed  me,  which  was 
lucky.  I  was  conscious  that  my  face  worked 
with  agitation  and  that  my  cheeks  were  red 
with  the  blood  which  the  captain's  lie  had 
driven  into  my  head.  At  this  point  the 
steward   bade   me   carry    a   basket    of  dirty 
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dishes  to  the  galley,  and  I  stepped  out  with 
my  burden  upon  the  quarter-deck. 

The  evening  was  black  and  the  wind  wet, 
and  it  swept  athwart  the  bulwark-rail  with  a 
shriek  and  a  bite  of  frost.  Over  the  lee-rail 
the  seas  ran  from  the  ship  in  pale,  cloudy 
heaps.  Occasionally  the  brine  lashed  the 
forecastle  like  a  showering  of  small  shot,  and 
again  and  again  you'd  feel  the  blow  of  a  sea 
on  the  bow  striking  the  ship  before  she  could 
rise,  and  the  white  water  of  it  was  flashed 
back  into  the  dark  wind,  though  the  hissing- 
body  came  hke  a  thunder- squall,  an  instant 
later,  soaking  the  decks  till  the  scuppers 
sobbed  again. 

I  staggered  along  with  the  basket  of 
crockery,  and  passing  the  sentry,  shpped 
and  slid  forward  through  the  convicts'  in- 
closure  till  I  came  to  the  ship's  galley.  A 
number  of  seamen  were  gathered  under  the 
lee  of  this  place.  The  red  fire  of  the  stove 
illuminated  the  fat  figure  of  the  cook  as  he 
stood  pointing  a  piece  of  paper  to  the  flame 
of  the  lamp  to  light  his  pipe.  Another 
fellow  was  busy  at  a  kind  of  dresser.    Against 
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the  closed  weatlier-cloor  leaned  the  boatswain 
with  folded  arms  and  an  inverted  pipe  be- 
twixt his  lips.  It  was  a  hot,  snug,  mellow 
interior  to  look  in  upon  after  the  cheerless 
scene  of  the  decks  and  the  leaning  and  waving 
heights  of  dim  canvas  above. 

'  So  they've  found  work  for  you,  hey  ? ' 
said  the  boatswain,  giving  me  a  large  nod. 
'  Yet  you'd  better  ha'  stopped  at  home.' 

'  Who's  this  ?  '  said  the  cook. 

'  The  youngster  as  I  found  rolled  up  in  a 
spare  t'gallan's'l,'  answered  the  boatswain. 
'  They're  a  going  to  keep  him  in  the  land  o' 
knives  and  forks.' 

'  And  you'd  rather  be  a  waiter  than  a 
steward,  Joey  ?  '  said  the  cook  with  a  greasy 
chuckle.  '  I  don't  blame  you.  It's  aU  night 
in  with  us  idlers,  and  a  warm  blanket's 
better  than  a  lee  earing,  ain't  it,  Mr.  Balls  ? 
But  what's  brought  the  covey  to  ship  in  this 
here  convick  barge  ?  ' 

'  What  ha'  you  got  there  ? '  said  the 
fellow  at  the  dresser. 

'  Dirty  plates,'  said  I. 

This  man,  who  was  the  cook's  mate,  who 
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had  but  one  eye,  and  whose  cast  of  face  was 
certainly  more  villainous  than  any  of  the 
felons  I  had  watched  taking  their  exercise 
that  day,  put  his  head  out  of  the  galley-door, 
and  exclaimed :  '  Fire  that  there  steward  ! 
Here's  a  gallus  look  out  o'  dishes  !  If  that 
tliere  perishin'  Stiles  could  foul  six  plates 
'stead  o'  wan  he'd  do't  to  spite  me.'  He  con- 
tinued to  grumble  hideously,  and  I  backed 
away  from  his  ugly  tongue  and  uglier  face 
and  walked  toward  the  cuddy,  but  slowly, 
and  holding  on  as  I  went,  for  the  decks  were 
steep  and  greasy  and  the  ship  was  taking  the 
seas  in  quick,  angry  jumps. 

As  I  passed  through  the  quarter-deck 
barricade  my  elbow  was  touched,  and  Will 
accosted  me. 

'  I'm  going  to  bounce  a  mattress  out  of  the 
steward  for  you,  Marian,'  said  he,  '  but  as  no 
more  lies  than  can  be  helped  must  be  told, 
follow  me.' 

I  accompanied  him  up  the  lee  poop  ladder. 
He  led  me  a  little  way  along  the  deck  and 
then  crossed  it  to  where  a  man  was  standing 
under  the  shelter  of  one  of  the  quarter  boats, 
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'  Here's  this  stowaway  lad  asked  me  to 
lielp  him  to  a  mattress,  sir,'  he  exclaimed. 
'  They've  given  him  a  bunk  in  the  steerage, 
bnt  there's  nothing  in  it  to  lie  upon.' 

'  He  deserves  the  cat  for  hiding  aboard 
us,'  answered  the  man,  who  was  indeed  Mr. 
Bates,  the  first  mate.  '  What  have  they  put 
him  to,  d'ye  know,  Johnstone  ? ' 

'  He's  cuddy  bottle-washer,  sir. 

'What's  brought  you  to  sea,  you  young 
fool?' 

'  I  want  to  get  to  Tasmania,  sir.' 

'  Why  didn't  you  concern  yourself  in  some 
riot,  or  turn  Irish  politician ;  they'd  have 
clothed  and  bedded  and  fed  and  sent  you 
across  handsomely,  and  perhaps  have  fitted 
you  with  a  good  berth  ashore  at  the  end ;  in- 
stead, you  start  as  a  sneak,  and,  no  doubt, 
vou'll  come  home  as  a  sneak.  Mattress — 
mattress — I've  got  nothing  to  do  with  that. 
Shift  for  yourself  and  be  off.' 

I  went  on  to  the  quarter-deck,  wondering 
what  on  earth  Will  meant  by  taking  me  to 
the  mate,  as  though  to  provoke  him  to  abuse 
me.     Before  I  entered  the  cuddy  my  cousin 
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was  at  my  elbow.  You  will  remember  that  it 
was  very  dark  and  nobody  but  the  sentry  was 
on  the  quarter-deck. 

'It's  all  right,'  said  he  eagerly.  *  Til 
manage  it  now.  Wait  a  bit.  You  must  have 
a  bed  to  lie  on,  you  know.  Don't  take  to 
heart  what  the  mate  says.  It's  his  duty  to 
growl  at  you,  but  as  a  man  he's  sound  to  the 
heels.' 

They  were  still  at  table  in  the  cuddy.  It 
was  hard  to  realise  that  the  vessel  was  a  prison- 
ship  when  you  looked  at  this  briglit,  rich  in- 
terior, with  its  soft  yellow  lamps  flashing 
under  the  skylights  and  the  looking-glasses 
reduplicating  the  sparkling  and  hospitable  fur- 
niture of  the  table.  It  was  like  passing  from 
another  state  of  life  to  enter  this  brightness 
and  warmth  from  the  wet  and  nipping  black- 
ness outside,  with  the  grim,  dark  figure  of  the 
sentry,  the  barricades,  the  blackness  and 
silence  of  the  sentineled  main-hatch. 

The  steward  sent  me  to  the  pantry  to  wash 
glasses,  and  I  went  with  his  assistant,  a  fellow 
named  Franz  or  Frank,  a  young  German.  I 
had  not  before  known  him  for  a  German ;  I 
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believe  I  had  not  heard  him  speak.  He  was 
a  freckled,  ginger-coloured  man,  as  expression- 
less of  face  as  an  oyster.  But  he  was  good- 
tempered  and  willing,  and  when  we  were  in 
the  pantry  washing  glasses  he  said  that  he 
hoped  we  should  be  friends.  I  answered  it 
would  not  be  my  fault  if  we  were  not  good 
friends.  On  this  he  shook  hands  with  me  and 
asked  if  I  was  ever  in  Germany.  He  wished 
to  know  why  I  had  stowed  myself  away  in 
this  convict  ship  and  if  I  had  friends  in 
Tasmania. 

'  I  need  not  have  hidden,'  said  I.  '  My 
friends  are  well-to-do.' 

'  Dot  I  can  believe,'  said  he,  pohshing  a 
tumbler  and  closing  one  eye  while  he  held  it 
to  the  lamp.  '  You  vhas  a  young  gentleman. 
Dot  I  hear  in  your  voice.  Maybe  you  vhas 
more  of  a  gentleman  dan  some  dot  ve  vaits  on. 
How  do  you  like  Mr.  Stiles?'  naming  the 
steward. 

'  He  is  a  funny  man.' 

'  How  vhas  he  funny  ? '  said  he. 

'  He  made  you  laugh  heartily  when  he 
talked  to  me.' 
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'  Dot  vhas  to  please  him.    For  my  part ' 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.  He  then  inquired 
if  I  had  agreed  for  any  wages,  and  expressed 
sorrow  that  we  were  not  to  share  a  berth.  'I 
likes  to  make  you  my  chum — dot  is  der  verdt 
— whilst  ve  vhas  togedder.' 

Presently  the  steward  called  to  us,  and 
when  I  entered  the  cuddy  I  found  Mr.  Bates 
at  table  and  the  captain  and  officers  gone. 
Mr.  Bates  was  very  quick  with  his  dinner. 
He  had  charge  of  the  deck.  I  believe  he  was 
not  above  ten  minutes  in  despatching  his  meal. 
He  took  no  notice  of  me.  When  he  was 
gone,  I  helped  the  two  stewards  to  strip  the 
table,  and  whilst  this  was  doing  Will  Johnstone 
put  his  head  in  at  the  cuddy  door  and  called 
to  the  steward. 

'There's  some  spare  convicts'  mattresses 
stowed  away  aft,'  said  he,  in  the  peremptory 
voice  of  the  sea.  '  You're  to  let  Marlowe  have 
one  ;  and  throw  in  a  couple  of  the  convicts' 
blankets  for  his  use.    D'ye  hear  me,  steward  ? ' 

'Yes,  I  hear  you,  young  gentleman,'  an- 
swered the  steward.  '  But  who  sent  me  that 
bit  of  noose  P ' 
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Will,  liowever,  had  backed  a  step  and  dis- 
appeared in  tlie  blackness. 

'  The  order  comes  from  Mr.  Bates,  I  ex- 
pect,' said  I.  'I  stepped  on  to  the  poop 
some  time  since,  to  see  if  he'd  let  me  have  a 
mattress.' 

'  Well,  pink  me  if  you  was  behind  the  door 
when  cheek  was  sarved  out,'  said  the  steward. 
'  Did  he  offer  to  throw  you  overboard  ?  ' 

'  He  asked  me  many  questions.  Mr.  Bates 
seems  one  of  the  kindest-hearted  of  men.' 

The  steward  stared  at  me  for  a  moment, 
muttered  to  himself,  and  then,  with  something 
of  an  agitated  hand,  proceeded  in  his  work  of 
stripping  the  table.  However,  Will's  ruse,  or 
'  bounce,'  as  he  liad  called  it,  proved  success- 
ful. Mr.  Stiles,  of  course,  supposed  that  the 
apprentice  had  come  with  direct  instructions  ; 
and  when  he  had  cleared  the  table  he  took 
me  into  the  steerage  and,  opening  a  cabin 
door,  held  up  a  lantern  and  bade  me  choose  a 
mattress.  A  number  of  convicts'  mattresses 
lay  stow^ed  here,  every  one  with  a  little  pillow 
attached  to  it,  and  every  one  w^as  numbered, 
as  though  as  a  provision  for  a  larger  assemblage 
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of  miscreants  than  had  been  shipped.  Here, 
also,  were  two  or  three  bales  of  spare  blankets, 
to  a  couple  of  which  I  helped  myself;  and 
now,  thanks  to  Will,  I  had  a  bed  to  lie  on  and 
clothes  to  cover  me. 

In  my  own  berth,  as  I  may  call  it,  I  said  to 
the  steward,  pointing  to  the  bundle  in  the 
upper  bunk  :  '  That  can  be  left  there.  It  will 
not  be  in  the  way.' 

'  What  is  it  ?  '  said  he.  '  Oh,  it  was  brought 
aboard  just  afore  we  started,  and  the  captain 
gave  it  to  me,  thinking  it  might  belong  to  some 
of  the  soldiers  or  their  wives  as  'd  presently  be 
claiming  it.  It's  a  herror,'  said  Jie,  looking  at 
tlie  parcel,  '  though  the  name  of  tliis  vessel's 
wrote  big  enough  for  a  monkey  to  read  with- 
out glasses.  Let  it  lie.  It's  out  of  the  ways 
liere.'  Then,  looking  around  him,  he  lost  his 
temper.  '  Here's  a  pretty  go  ! '  he  cried.  '  To 
tliink  of  a  Woolwich  stowaway  berthed  in  such 
a  beautiful  bedroom  as  this  here !  It's  a-flying 
in  the  face  of  right,  and  it's  a-courting  and 
caressing  of  wickedness  to  make  any  one  as 
lias  done  wroncr  so  comfortable.  If  this  grets 
wind,  suffocate  me  if  stowaways  won't  breed 
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thick  as  fleas  in  vessels'  holds  !  But  you'll 
have  to  work.' 

'  I'll  work,  and  work  well,'  said  1,  smiling  ; 
'  and  as  you  treat  me  so  shall  your  reward  be.' 

He  held  the  lantern  to  my  face  and  said : 
'  Where  ? ' 

'Hobart  Town.' 

'  There's  no  use  a-dangling  that  sort  of  fly,' 
said  he  ;  '  I'm  no  one-eyed  fish.  When  I  rise, 
it's  to  summat  juicy,  with  ne'er  a  hook  in  its 
inside.  Never  you  mind  about  Hobart  Town, 
but  turn  to  and  get  your  supper.' 

I  went  to  the  pantry,  where  I  found  Frank. 
We  supped  off  a  dish  that  had  come  from  the 
cab  hi  table.  Frank  informed  me  that  had  the 
captain  sent  me  to  live  before  the  mast,  I 
should  never  have  beheld  or  tasted  such  a 
dish  even  in  my  dreams.  '  They  starfs  you,' 
said  he  ;  '  pork  dot  vhas  deadt  of  der  measles, 
und  beef  dot  vhas  a  horse  until  dey  salt  her 
down  into  casks.'  Again  he  endeavoured  to 
ascertain  who  I  was  and  what  I  meant  to  do 
on  my  arrival  in  Hobart  Town.  He  said,  if 
my  connections  were  flourishing  people,  he'd 
be  very  grateful  if  I'd  put  in  a  good  word  for 
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him.  He  was  not  born  to  this  sort  of  life  ; 
he  had  seen  better  clays,  wrote  a  good  hand, 
and  could  correspond  in  three  tongues.  He 
had  signed  articles  for  the  round  voyage,  but 
was  ready  to  run  from  the  ship  if  a  chance 
offered. 

1  looked  mysterious  and  smiled  knowingly, 
and  said  I  guessed  that  when  my  friends 
heard  my  story  they  would  be  glad  to  do  a 
kindness  to  any  one  who  had  proved  a  friend 
to  me  during  the  passage.  He  put  oil  into 
my  cabin-lamp  and  showed  me  how  to  trim  it, 
and  assured  me  that  any  little  conveniences 
which  he  possessed  w^ere  at  my  service.  I 
learned  that  my  work  ended  at  nine.  At  half- 
past  eight,  the  materials  for  grog  were  placed 
upon  the  cabin  table,  and  at  two  bells  I  was 
at  liberty  to  go  to  bed. 

'  But  you'll  understand,'  said  the  steward, 
wdio  gave  me  this  information, '  that  if  all  'ands 
is  called  you  must  turn  out.  It'll  be  for  me 
to  sing  down  the  hatch  "All  'ands,"  and  you 
don't  stop  to  dress,  but  rush  up,  for  you're 
never  to  know  what  hawful  things  ain't  on  the 
heve  of  'appening  when  that  loud  cry  of  "All 
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'ands  "  rings  through  such  a  big  ship  as  this, 
and  if  you  don't  turn  out,  then  of  course  you'll 
be  one  of  them  parties  as  feel  sorry  for  them- 
selves next  day.' 

When  two  bells  were  struck  I  went  into 
the  recess  under  the  poop  to  take  a  look  at 
the  labouring  ship  and  the  dark  night  before 
going  to  bed.  The  canvas  had  been  reefed 
at  eight  o'clock  ;  at  that  hour,  and  for 
some  time  after,  I  had  heard  the  wild 
hoarse  notes  of  sailors  singing  out  at  the 
ropes,  and  the  cannonading  of  heavy  sails 
whose  released  halyards  had  abandoned  the 
slack  canvas  to  the  thrashing  gale.  The  ship 
was  rushing  along  her  course,  chmbing  the 
high  seas  and  whitening  out  the  water  till  the 
seething  waves  gleamed  like  moonlight  round 
about  her.  Captain  Barrett  and  the  doctor 
were  playing  at  chess  in  the  cuddy ;  the 
subaltern  looked  on  with  a  paper  cigar  droop- 
ing at  his  mouth.  All  seemed  dark  and  at 
rest  dowm  the  hatch  where  the  soldiers' 
quarters  were.  I  thought  to  myself  if  this 
ship  were  to  strike  another  and  founder,  what 
chance  for  their  lives  would  the  two  hundred 
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and  thirty  men  below  have,  lying,  for  all  I 
knew,  in  their  irons,  so  battened  down  that 
nothing  short  of  an  explosion  could  lift  the 
hatch  for  them. 

A  figure  approached  and  peered  in  my 
face  ;  the  cabin  lamp-light  was  upon  him  ; 
it  was  Will. 

'  Is  that  you  ?  '  said  he  doubtfully. 

On  my  replying,  he  put  his  hand  into  his 
pocket  and  gave  me  a  httle  parcel.  '  Here's 
a  pencil  and  paper  for  you,  Marian,'  said  he. 
'  Be  mighty  careful  in  writing,  and  don't 
mention  my  name.  You  can't  be  too  cautious. 
The  sentries'  eyes  are  as  keen  as  their  bayonets. 
Have  you  a  mattress?' 

'  Yes.' 

'  Why  don't  you  go  to  bed  P  ' 

'  I  am  off  in  a  minute.' 

•  This  is  no  place  for  you.  I  wish  you 
were  at  home  in  Stepney.'  He  went  on  to 
the  poop,  and  I  descended  to  my  berth. 
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CHAPTEE  XXII 

SHE    SEES    HER    SWEETHEAET 

The  convict  mattress  was  hard,  and  the 
pillow  was  hard,  and  the  blankets  as  coarse 
as  manufacture  could  contrive ;  yet  I  would 
not  have  exchanged  tliem  for  my  own  soft 
bed  and  linen  at  home.  I  was  now  sleeping 
as  Tom  did  :  I  was  on  board  a  convict  ship 
as  he  was  ;  and  some  of  the  company  I  should 
be  forced  to  keep  were  scarcely  less  rough 
than  the  felons  below.  I  should  be  doing 
work  by  day  almost  as  hard,  perhaps,  as  Tom 
would  be  put  to ;  I  was,  therefore,  not  only 
hand  in  hand  with  my  love  in  the  sympathy 
of  suffering,  I  was  bearing  almost  as  heavy 
a  burden  as  weighed  upon  him  ;  and  even 
his  degradation  was  as  much  mine  as  though 
I,  too,  were  a  convict,  for  he  was  my  sweet- 
heart,   and  one  day,  God  willing,  would  be 
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my  husband,  and  whatever  touched  him 
touched  me  as  though  we  had  been  one. 

These  were  my  thoughts  as  I  pulled  the 
convict  blankets  over  me  and  put  my  head 
upon  the  little,  hard,  convict  pillow,  and  lay 
for  a  while  listening  to  the  torrent  of  foam 
that  thundered  past  the  porthole.  I  then  fell 
asleep,  and  my  sleep  was  deep  and  dreamless 
as  death,  so  exhausted  was  I ;  and  when  I 
awoke,  the  cabin  was  glimmering  out  to  the 
hght  of  the  newly-broken  morning,  and  I 
beheld  the  young  man  Frank  standing  beside 
me. 

He  told  me  it  was  time  to  turn  out ;  the 
steward  was  calUng  for  me ;  there  was  the 
cabin  deck  to  scrub  and  the  cuddv  to  be 
got  ready  for  breakfast. 

'  I'll  follow  you  in  an  instant,'  said  I. 

'  Do  you  know,'  said  he,  going  to  the  door, 
'  dot  you  vhas  very  goodt-looking  ?  It  vhas 
lucky  you  hov  goodt  teeth,  you  show  them 
even  in  your  sleep.  I  sometimes  belief  I 
must  hov  seen  your  sister.  But  hov  you  a 
sister  ? ' 

'  No,'  said  I,  rubbing  my  eyes  and  troubled 
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by   these    questions,   and   wishing  lie  would 

go. 

'  Veil,  I  vhas  a  waiter  for  two  or  three 
months  at  the  Brunswick  Hotel  in  der  East 
India  Docks,  and  I  remember  a  handsome 
young  lady  dot  came  in  once  or  twice  in  dot 
time.  She  vhas  so  much  like  you  she  might 
easily  hov  been  your  sister.' 

He  went  out  when  he  liad  said  this.  I 
had  no  time  to  reflect,  but  certainly  I  had 
found  no  air  of  suspicion  in  his  manner.  It 
took  me  but  a  minute  to  plunge  my  face  in 
cold  water  and  go  out,  having  lain  down  for 
warmth,  fully  dressed,  save  my  cap  and  shoes. 
On  showing  myself,  the  steward  told  me  to 
get  a  bucket  and  go  on  the  poop  and  fetch 
water  from  the  pump,  which  the  apprentices 
and  some  ordinary  seamen  were  washing 
down  the  deck  by. 

I  mounted  the  companion-ladder  and  found 
the  morning  brightening  into  sunshine.  The 
sea  in  the  east  was  radiant  with  slidino-  hills 
of  silver ;  the  sky  was  a  delicate  azure,  high, 
with  small  feather-shaped  clouds  linked  like 
lacework.     Passincr    us    at    the  distance  of  a 
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mile  was  a  large  ship  with  flags  flying.  Slie 
was  bowing  the  sea  somewhat  heavily,  and 
made  a  noble  picture  as  she  crushed  the 
brine  into  snow  under  her  massive  forefoot, 
yielding  to  the  surge  till  the  line  of  her  green 
copper  showed  with  a  long,  wet  flash,  whilst 
the  soft  whiteness  of  her  canvas  ran  trembhu^^ 
in  shadows  to  her  trucks  with  her  tossing, 
where  it  blended  with  the  feather- shaped 
clouds,  so  that  you  could  scarce  tell  one  from 
another. 

Our  own  ship  was  clothed  with  sail  to  the 
royal  yards,  with  dark  lines  of  damp  where 
the  reefs  had  been  lately  shaken  out.  I  was 
too  far  aft  to  see  the  main  deck.  Smoke 
from  the  chimneys  of  the  two  galleys  blew 
black  and  brisk  over  the  bow,  showing  that 
the  wind  nearly  followed  us.  The  sailors 
were  washing  down,  the  head  pump  was 
going,  and  buckets  were  being  handed  along 
from  the  forecastle,  where  stood  the  sentry  in 
a  grey  coat  with  his  bayonet  gleaming  hkc 
silver.  The  first  person  I  saw  on  the  poo]) 
was  my  cousin  Will.  He  and  several  others 
were  scrubbing  the  deck  hard  with  brushes, 
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whilst  a  broad-shouldered  apprentice  flung 
pailfuls  of  water  along  the  planks.  Will 
turned  his  head  and  saw  me,  but  took  no 
further  notice.  Mr.  Bates,  the  chief  mate, 
stood  near  the  wheel,  and  I  observed  that  he 
watched  me  whilst  I  filled  my  bucket  at  the 
little  pump  that  was  kept  a-gushing  by  an 
active  young  seaman.  It  was  a  strange  real 
picture  of  ship-board  life  on  tlie  high  seas. 
The  cold  of  the  night  was  still  in  the  wind, 
and  not  yet  had  the  sun  extinguished  the 
melancholy  of  the  gray  dawn  in  the  distant 
recesses  of  the  west. 

I  saw  no  convict,  but  when  I  returned  to 
the  cuddy  with  my  bucket  full  of  water,  on 
looking  through  the  windows  which  com- 
manded a  view  of  the  main  deck,  I  observed 
a  number  of  the  felons  all  hard  at  work 
brushing,  swabbing  and  cleaning.  For  an 
hour  I  worked  with  Frank,  scrubbing  the 
cuddy  deck,  drying  it,  replacing  the  lengths 
of  carpet  and  so  on.  The  steward  then  told 
me  to  get  a  hook-pot  from  the  pantry  and  go 
to  the  galley  for  some  hot  coffee  for  Frank 
and  myself.     I  found  a  hook-pot  and  stepped 
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on  to  the  quarter-deck,  meaning  to  walk 
forward  by  the  narrow  gangway ;  but  a 
number  of  seamen  on  some  job  there  blocked 
it,  so  I  went  past  the  sentry  at  the  barricade 
gate. 

I  was  trembling,  and  felt  myself  pale. 
There  were  many  convicts  about,  and  any  one 
at  a  moment  might  turn  and  prove  to  be 
Tom.  Some  were  coiling  ropes  away,  some 
slapped  the  deck  with  swabs,  some  were 
cleaning  the  paintwork  ;  they  were  all  ironed. 
The  decks,  dark  with  brine,  were  greasy,  the 
motions  of  the  ship  quick  and  uncomfortable, 
and  the  irons,  robbing  the  limbs  of  all  elasticity, 
caused  many  of  the  unhappy  wretches  to  slide 
and  stagger  as  they  moved  about,  for  which 
they  would  be  sharply  and  sometimes  brutally 
yelled  at  by  the  convicts  who  overseered  them. 
The  prize-fighter  was  savagely  swabbing  near 
the  main  hatch.  He  struck  the  deck  as 
though  he  would  split  it.  I  was  obhged  to 
pass  him  close.  He  saw  me  and  nodded,  and 
said  in  a  low,  thick,  sarcastic  voice,  '  Dice 
work  to  put  a  gentlebud  to.' 

'  Attend    to   what   you're    about    there ! ' 
VOL.   n.  H 
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roared    a    man    on   the   other   side    of    the 
deck. 

I  pushed  on.  A  convict  stood  at  the 
ship's  side,  coihng  a  rope  over  a  pin.  His 
face  was  averted,  but  as  I  neared  him  he 
moved  his  head  to  look  in  the  direction  of  the 
poop.  It  was  Tom.  Our  eyes  met.  He  did 
not  know  me  and  turned  his  gaze  away,  then 
looked  again,  then  stared  as  if  paralysed. 
His  hands  were  arrested  as  though  he  had 
been  struck  dead ;  his  face  whitened  to  the 
complexion  of  death.  I  brushed  past  him 
close,  saying  in  a  low  voice,  but  distinctly, 
'  Tom,  dearest,  it  is  Marian.  We  are  together 
and  shall  yet  be  happy,'  and  so  saying  I  went 
on  without  again  looking  and  entered  the 
ship's  galley. 

But  the  sudden  encounter,  seeing  him  in 
irons,  so  affected  me  that  I  could  scarcely 
draw  my  breath.  I  noticed  with  a  pang  of 
exquisite  distress  that  he  looked  ill ;  his  com- 
plexion an  unhealthy  white,  his  cheeks  sunk, 
his  eyes  hollow  and  leaden.  When  I  was  in 
the  galley  I  stood  struggling  to  get  my  breath 
before  attempting  to  speak  ;  then  I  heard  a 
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commotion  outside.  The  stout  cook  pushed 
past  me,  and,  putting  his  head  through  the 
galley-door,  cried,  after  staring  a  few  mo- 
ments :  '  BloTved  if  it  don't  look  as  if  the  poor 
chap  was  dying  ! ' 

I  sprang  through  the  door  and  saw  Tom 
supported  by  two  or  three  convicts.  He  lay 
in  their  arms  in  the  posture  of  a  man  hfted 
on  to  his  feet  but  unable  to  stand.  In  a 
minute  or  two  he  struggled  and  stood  erect, 
and  I  heard  him  say  :  '  There,  lads,  I  thank 
you.  Just  a  passing  faintness.  Take  no  more 
heed  of  me  ; '  and,  picking  up  the  rope,  he 
continued  in  his  task  of  coiling  it  over  the 
pin.  I  watched  him  coil  a  second  rope  away 
and  then  re-entered  the  galley. 

'  I  wonder  them  coves  ain't  a-fainting 
every  hour,'  said  the  cook,  as  he  filled  my 
hook-pot  with  hot  coffee.  '  No  grog  and  no 
baccy !  Think  of  that ;  and  a  vindier  diet 
than  fo'c'sle  allowance.  Burgoo  may  be  good 
eating  for  them  as  thinks  the  bagpipes  good 
music ;  but  you  may  take  it  from  me,  my  lad, 
that  it  ain't  the  sort  of  stuff  for  a  gro wed-up 
man  to  go  to  bed  on.     There's  too  much  sop 
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a-going  in  prison  fare.  A  gent  who's  brought 
himself  up  for  years  on  champagne,  sahnon, 
and  the  best  of  eating,  signs  the  wrong  name 
to  a  bit  of  paper  and 's  put  aboard  a  ship  hke 
this,  where  he  gets  nothen  to  eat  but  cocoa 
and  ship's  beef  and  burgoo.  Can  the  Hkes  of 
such  men  help  fainting?  Ask  yourself.  I 
dessey  the  covey  as  s wounded  just  now  was 
a  nob  in  his  way  before  he  was  took.  There's 
no  telling  who's  who  down  below.  Out  of 
the  road  now,  my  lively  !  Here's  the  sailors 
a-coming  for  their  tea.' 

I  got  into  the  narrow  gangway  and  so 
made  my  way  aft  that  I  might  not  again  pass 
Tom.  My  dread  was  for  myself  rather  than 
for  him.  If  I  drew  close  and  once  more 
looked  him  in  the  face,  my  passion  of  love 
must  vent  itself  in  some  desperate  betraying 
manner.  Girl  as  I  was,  1  found  a  curse  in 
my  heart  for  the  barbarity  that  weighted  my 
sweetheart's  ankles  with  iron,  and  a  curse  for 
the  law  that  had  suffered  two  villains  to  swear 
his  liberty,  fortune,  happiness  away  and  make 
a  broken-hearted  convict  of  him. 

I  drank  a  little  coffee  in  the  pantry  with 
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ray  fellow-servant,  but  ate  nothing.  The 
German  supposed  I  was  fretting  over  having 
run  away  and  good-naturedly  tried  to  cheer 
me.  However,  as  the  time  passed,  my  spirits 
improved,  for  now  I  knew  beyond  all  doubt 
that  Tom  was  on  board ;  and  he  also  knew 
beyond  all  doubt  that  I  was  with  him,  and  it 
comforted  me  to  reflect  that  without  any  fur- 
ther explanation  he  would  understand  why  I 
had  made  no  attempt  to  bid  him  farewell  at 
Woolwich. 

And  still  I  was  anxious.  He  would  soon 
discover,  by  observing  me  as  I  passed  to  and 
fro,  that  I  had  been  put  to  menial  work  unfit 
for  the  lady  of  his  love,  for  the  girl  of  his 
heart,  for  a  woman  who  had  been  greatly 
indulged,  who  knew  nothing  of  hardships, 
whose  means  were  ample  for  one  of  her 
degree.  I  feared  his  spirit  would  chafe  and 
fret  over  the  thought  of  my  being  a  common 
helper  in  the  cabin — cuddy-deck  scrubber,  a 
ship's  scullery  boy — and  that  to  deliver  me 
from  these  degrading  offices  he  might  betray 
me,  tell  the  story  of  our  love,  and  exactly 
reveal  my  condition,  not  doubting,  I  dare  say, 
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that  Captain  Sutherland  would  then  charge 
me  for  my  passage  and  treat  me  as  a  passenger. 
A.nd,  indeed,  I  should  have  been  very  willing 
to  be  a  passenger,  to  pay  any  exorbitant  sum 
for  that  privilege,  had  the  thing  been  contriv- 
able  now  that  I  was  on  board.  But  could  it 
have  been  managed  ?  No.  Because  whether 
I  revealed  myself  as  a  woman  with  a  secret 
which  nothing  could  make  her  avow,  or 
whether  I  owned  my  sex  and  frankly  declared 
that  I  had  followed  Tom  because  of  my  love 
for  him,  in  either  case  the  stern  and  suspicious 
doctor  would  either  oblige  me  to  land  at  any 
port  we  had  occasion  to  water  at,  or  compel 
the  captain  to  pass  me  into  the  first  ship  that 
would  receive  me. 

I  found  an  opportunity  after  the  cuddy 
breakfast  things  had  been  cleared  away  to 
write  a  letter  to  Tom.  I  wrote  in  my  cabin 
and  used  the  pencil  and  paper  my  cousin  had 
given  to  me.  Whilst  I  wrote  I  had  not  felt 
so  tranquil  in  spirits,  so  easy,  nay,  so  happy 
in  my  heart,  for  months.  Tom  was  near  me. 
Nothing  but  death  or  ocean  calamity  could 
separate  us  till  we  arrived  at  Tasmania,  and 
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then  I  should  be  in  the  same  land  with  him, 
with  opportunities  that  I  could  not  now  ima- 
gine ;  this  writing  was  like  talking  to  him, 
and  the  sweeter  because  it  was  secret ;  no 
governor  would  first  read  my  letter. 

I  wrote  very  small,  in  pencil,  that  I  might 
put  much  into  narrow  compass.  I  told  him 
of  the  arrangements  I  had  made  before  leaving 
home,  why  I  had  dressed  as  a  boy,  why  I  had 
hidden  myself  in  this  convict  ship  instead  of 
following  by  a  passenger  vessel.  I  gave  him 
my  reasons  for  desiring  to  continue  as  a  boy, 
and  wound  up  by  begging  him  to  keep  up 
his  heart,  to  be  sure  we  should  be  happy  yet 
in  the  new  land,  and  I  implored  him  to  feel 
easy  as  to  my  situation,  my  duties  being  light, 
my  berth  comfortable,  and  my  associates  civil 
and  obliging. 

I  folded  this  letter  into  the  smallest  square 
I  could  pack  it  into,  and  put  it  into  my  waist- 
coat pocket  ready  to  convey  to  Tom  at  some 
such  another  opportunity  as  had  befallen  that 
morning.  But  as  it  turned  out,  the  weather 
changed  that  day,  and  for  four  successive 
days  it  blew  hard,  with  incessant  rain,  which 


104  THE   CONVICT   SHIP 

often  flashed  in  wliole  sheets  of  water  betwixt 
the  reehng  masts,  and  not  a  convict  appeared 
on  deck  except  the  messmen  at  meal-times  to 
pass  the  food  below. 

During  one  of  these  wet  and  howHng 
days,  when  the  ship,  under  small  canvas,  was 
swinging  over  the  hills  of  pallid  water,  I  stood 
in  the  recess  under  the  break  of  the  poop. 
My  work  was  done  ;  I  had  stepped  out  to 
look  at  the  ship  before  going  to  bed.  The 
vessel  rushed  through  the  night  in  darkness, 
and  the  night  itself  lay  black  as  ink  around 
the  sea  with  a  little  faintness  over  our  mast- 
heads as  though  there  was  a  moon  there.  I 
was  about  to  go  to  bed,  when  Will  came  off 
the  poop  and,  distinguishing  me  in  the  light 
that  lay  on  the  cuddy  windows,  he  screwed 
himself  into  a  dark  corner,  and  called.  I 
went  down  the  slope  of  deck. 

'I  have  been  talking  about  you  to  the 
chief  mate,'  said  he.  '  I  have  told  him  that 
by  an  accident  I  have  found  out  who  you  are. 
I  said  your  mother's  name  was  Marlowe,  and 
that  your  father,  in  his  life,  was  a  client  of 
my  father's.     Mr.  Bates   supposes   that  your 
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mother  married  a  cousin  of  her  own  name. 
I  told  him  I  knew  that  you  were  thoroughly 
respectable,  and  that  you  had  left  your  home 
because  your  stepfather  led  you  a  dog's 
life.' 

'  What  was  the  good  of  your  telhng  him 
all  this  ?  '  said  1,  feehng  very  angry,  though 
I  controlled  myself.  '  But  I  know  how  it'll 
end.  You'll  talk  and  talk  till  you  betray  me, 
and  then  that  odious  doctor  will  take  the  first 
opportunity  to  turn  me  out  of  the  ship.  All 
that  I  have  suffered  and  passed  through  will 
go  for  nothing,  and  I  shall  lose  sight  of  Tom, 
and  perhaps  be  separated  from  him  for  ever,' 
and  now  I  felt  as  if  I  must  cry. 

*  Don't  talk  like  a  fool,'  said  Will ;  '  I'm 
not  going  to  betray  you.  I  want  to  go  on 
helping  you  as  I  helped  you  from  the  start, 
but  as  I  ought  never  to  have  helped  you. 
How  are  you  going  to  get  any  clothes  ? 
Think  !  Don't  talk  of  the  slop-chest.  You're 
not  on  the  articles.  There'll  not  be  a  farthing 
coming  to  you.  You've  been  searched,  and, 
as  you  said  yourself,  it's  out  of  the  question 
you  should   produce  money  now.     Will  the 
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captain  trust  a  stowaway?  Of  course  not. 
So  there's  no  slop- chest  so  far  as  you're  con- 
cerned. Yet  how  long  d'ye  think  those 
clothes  of  yours  are  going  to  hang  upon  your 
body,  scrubbing  and  messing  about  in  them 
as  you  are  all  day  long  ?  And  when  wear 
has  turned  them  into  Irish  pennants,  what 
are  you  going  to  do  for  a  shift  of  duds? 
Why,  you  must  come  to  me,  of  course.  But 
how  can  I  help  you  if  I  don't  know  you  in 
some  such  a  way  as  to  justify  me  in  taking 
an  interest  in  you  ?  Now  do  you  see  what  I 
would  be  at  ? '  cried  he,  giving  me  a  soft, 
playful  chuck  under  the  chin. 

'  Yes,  I  understand  now.  I  ask  your 
pardon.     You  are  clever  and  look  ahead.' 

'  Well,  that's  all  right,'  said  he  ;  '  and  now 
I  shall  be  able  to  give  you  a  shift  of  linen  and 
to  mostly  rig  you  out.  Most  of  what's  in  my 
chest  was  given  to  me  by  you.  Nobody  can 
say  a  word  when  it's  understood  that  your 
father  was  a  client  of  the  old  man's.  It'll 
raise  you  in  the  general  esteem,  also.  So, 
say  what  you  will,  I've  done  you  a  good  turn 
this   blessed   night.      And   now  get   to   bed 


SHE   SEES   HER  SWEETHEART  107 

away  out  of  this  filthy  yowling.  Look  how 
sweetly  it  rains  !  And  I've  still  three  hours  to 
stand ! ' 

With    that  he  made  a  spring  on  to  the 
poop-ladder  and  disappeared. 
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CHAPTEK  XXIII 

SHE   VISITS   THE   BARRACKS 

I  HAVE  said  that  this  passage  of  wet,  violent 
weather  lasted  about  four  days.  On  the 
morning  of  the  fourth  day  of  it  the  steward 
sent  me  to  the  galley  on  some  errand  I  forget 
the  nature  of.  The  cook  was  wild  with 
temper.  Everything  seemed  to  have  gone 
wrong  with  him.  The  baker  had  offered  to 
fight  him  for  his  day's  allowance  of  rum. 
He  had  scalded  himself,  besides,  during  an 
unusually  heavy  lurch.  When  I  looked  in 
on  him  he  swore  and  told  me  to  wait.  It  was 
all  the  same  to  me.  It  had  ceased  to  rain, 
and  I  stood  under  the  lee  of  the  galley  for 
shelter  from  the  wind. 

It  was  a  grey,  dark,  dismal,  roaring  day. 
The  seas  rolled  in  hills  of  green,  and  the  foam 
of  them,  as  their  heads  broke,  was  blown  high 
up  in  white  smoke.     The  ship  looked  strained 
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aloft.  Her  lee  rigging  and  gear  were  arched 
out  by  the  gale ;  the  bands  of  topsails  were 
dusky  with  wet,  and  the  wind  screamed  like 
children  flying  in  terror.  The  barricades  gave 
the  ship  a  most  miserable  appearance.  The 
decks  sobbed  with  the  ceaseless  soaking,  and 
the  white  water  flashed  inboards  through  the 
scupper-holes  wherever  the  vessel  buried  her 
lee  side.  At  the  far  end  of  the  poop  was  the 
helmsman,  sharply  rising  and  falling  against 
the  whirhng  soot  of  the  sky.  The  officer  of 
the  watch,  clothed  in  oilskins,  stood  grasping 
a  stay  near  a  quarter-boat.  A  single  sentry 
stood  at  the  head  of  the  poop  ladder.  The 
poor  fellow  was  sodden,  and  seemed  withered 
by  the  ceaseless  pouring  of  the  blast.  One 
cannot  but  feel  sorry  for  soldiers  at  sea.  The 
forecastle  sentry  looked  equally  wretched. 
Those  on  the  main  deck  were  in  some  degree 
sheltered  by  the  weather  bulwarks.  A 
strange  smell  of  cattle,  hay,  poultry,  and  pigs, 
came  from  the  long-boat,  within  and  under 
which  the  live-stock  were  stowed.  A  dismal, 
wet,  roaring,  frost-cold  picture.  The  melan- 
choly horror  of  it  is  upon  my  spirits  as  I 
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talk  to  you,  and  yet  this  was  but  the  first  week 
of  what  might  prove  a  passage  of  months. 

I  heard  the  boatswain's  voice  of  thunder 
giving  orders  to  some  seamen  on  the  other  side 
of  the  galley.  Presently  he  came  round  to 
my  side  of  the  deck,  and  on  seeing  me  called 
out,  '  I've  got  some  o'  your  property.  The 
chief  mate  says  I'm  to  hand  it  over  to  you. 
Here's  the  handkerchief,'  said  he.  '  There 
was  two  pipes.  Well,  I  can't  return  'em 
because  they're  broke.  Here's  yer  tinder-box 
and  arrangement,  and  a  pretty  contrivance  it 
is.  When  I  get  ashore  I  shall  ask  my  young 
woman  to  make  me  a  present  of  such 
another.' 

'  You  are  very  welcome  to  it,  Mr.  Balls.' 

'  Say  you  so  ?  Smite  me  if  I  liaven't  been 
swearing  you  was  a  gentleman  born  and  bred 
ever  since  I  first  lugged  you  out  of  the 
t'garns'l.     Well,  I'm  truly  obliged .     As  pretty 

a  little '  and  he  walked  off,  talking  aloud 

as  he  looked  at  the  tinder-box. 

I  heard  the  cook  speaking  with  great 
excitement  to  his  mate,  and  guessed  that  I 
should  do  well  to  keep  quiet  until  he  told  me 
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that  he  was  ready.  A  few  minutes  later  a 
soldier's  wife  rose  through  the  hatch  near  the 
cuddy-front — they  called  it  the  booby-hatch 
— and  came  forward.  She  had  a  shawl  over 
her  head,  and  was  bringing  a  pudding  to  the 
cook  to  be  baked.  A  sudden  heave  of  the 
ship  drove  her  against  the  lee  bulwarks.  I 
went  to  her  help,  took  the  dish  from  her,  and 
put  it  into  her  hands  again  when  we  had 
reached  the  galley.  She  was  the  pretty  young 
wife  who  had  before  taken  notice  of  me  with 
smiles.  The  cook  spoke  insolently  to  her — 
asked  her  if  she  thought  he'd  shipped  to  do 
nothing  but  look  after  such  small  mucking 
jobs  of  barracks  pastry  as  that  there.  He 
wasn't  '  no  blushen'  soldiers'  cook.'  If  it 
depended  upon  him  there'd  be  no  army. 
'  What  !  Keep  a  scaldin'  lot  o'  gutterpeckers 
in  money,  good  wittles,  and  fine  clothes  at  the 
expense  of  the  nation,  whose  sailors  has  to  do 
all  the  real  fighting  when  it  comes  to  it  ?  '  He 
said  much  in  this  way,  shouting  loudly,  and 
sticking  and  thrusting  and  gesticulating  with 
a  long,  dangerous-looking  fork  used  for  bring- 
ing up  the  meat  out  of  the    coppers.     The 
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woman  threatened  to  fetch  the  sergeant.  The 
cook,  with  a  horrid  laugh,  begged  her  to  lose 
no  time.  His  coppers  were  ready,  he  said, 
and  he'd  warrant  the  sergeant  boiled  to  a  turn 
before  four  bells.  After  more  of  this  Mr. 
Cook  took  the  dish  from  the  woman,  eyed  and 
smelled  it,  with  a  sarcastic  leer,  and  requested 
the  woman  to  clear  out. 

She  stood  at  my  side,  breathing  short,  and 
very  angry  and  flushed,  and  said  if  she  told 
her  husband  of  the  cook's  behaviour  he  would 
kill  him.  I  advised  her  to  take  no  notice  of 
the  fellow.  All  sea  cooks  in  a  gale  of  wind 
were  bad-tempered  to  a  proverb.  They  had 
much  to  put  up  with.  Only  think  of  being 
forced  to  cook  in  a  kitchen  that  was  continu- 
ally rolling  about,  saucepans  sliding,  sea-water 
bursting  in,  hungry  sailors,  with  knives  in 
their  hands,  full  of  threats  and  oaths  if  time 
was  not  punctually  kept.  I  put  the  case 
humorously,  and  she  began  to  laugh  and  to 
peep  at  me  with  her  bright  eyes. 

She  asked  me  what  I  waited  for,  and,  one 
thing  leading  to  another,  she  seemed  in  no 
hurry  to   quit  me.     And,  indeed,  we  stood 
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very  snug,  warm,  and  sheltered  under  the  lee 
of  the  galley.  We  got  upon  the  subject  of  the 
quarters  below. 

'  What  sort  of  barracks  have  you?  '  said  I. 

'  Come  down  and  see  them  when  you  can,' 
said  she. 

'  Whom  must  I  apply  to  for  permission  ?  ' 
said  I. 

'  You'll  want  no  permission,  I  beheve,'  she 
answered.  '  You  belong  to  the  ship.  But  I'll 
speak  to  my  husband,  and  the  sergeant'!!  make 
no  difficulty.' 

'  I  should  like  to  see  the  convicts'  quarters,' 
said  I. 

'  You'll  "be  able  to  get  a  peep  at  them 
throucfh  the  door  in  the  steerage  bulkhead.  I 
may  be  able  to  manage  that  for  you.  too,' said 
she.  '  Dick  has  sentry  there  for  some  time 
to-day.  If  you'll  stop  here,  I'll  find  out  at 
once,  and  come  back  and  tell  you  the  hour.' 

I  thanked  her,  earnestly  hoping  that  the 
hour  would  fit  in  with  my  duties.  Before  she 
returned  the  cook  was  ready  for  me.  I  went 
toward  the  cuddy,  and  as  I  passed  the  booby- 
hatch  the  soldier's  wife  came  up. 

VOL.    II.  I 
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'  You're  welcome  to  step  below  whenever 
you  please,'  said  she.  '  The  sergeant's  got  an 
eye  upon  you  and  wants  to  'list  you,'  she 
added,  laughing.  '  And  a  sweet  young  soldier 
you'd  make — a  heart-breaker,  indeed,'  said 
she,  looking  at  me  with  a  shake  of  the  head. 
'  Dick's  on  sentry  at  twelve.  If  that'll  suit, 
come  then.  He'll  take  no  notice  whilst  you 
look.' 

Twelve  was  the  very  hour  I  would  have 
named.  It  was  my  dinner-hour,  and  I  had  a 
clear  half  hour  at  the  very  least  before  helping 
to  prepare  the  cuddy  luncheon.  When  eight 
bells  struck  I  came  to  the  hatch,  but  warily. 
The  doctor  was  talking  to  the  captain  at  the 
after-end  of  the  cuddy,  and  I  did  not  mean 
that  either  of  them  should  see  where  I  was 
going.  It  still  blew  hard,  and  was  very  thick, 
and  the  officers  were  unable  to  get  an  obser- 
vation of  the  sun.  I  stooped,  that  the  two 
men  in  the  cuddy  might  lose  sight  of  me.  By 
the  looks  of  the  sentry  at  the  quarter-deck 
barricade  I  guessed  he  knew  that  I  was  going 
to  pay  his  quarters  a  visit,  and  that  it  was  all 
right.     But  I  cared  not  who  sawme  descend 
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unless  it  were  the  officers  of  the  ship  and 
guard. 

I  put  my  foot  over  and  easily  went  down 
an  almost  perpendicular  ladder.  I  found  my- 
self in  a  somewhat  strange  interior.  On  the 
right,  or  starboard,  hand  was  a  long  cabin, 
which  Will  afterwards  told  me  had  been  de- 
signed for  a  midshipman's  berth.  This  cabin 
was  occupied  by  the  unmarried  soldiers.  On 
the  left-hand  side  were  a  number  of  rough 
whitewood  cabins,  rudely  erected — such  cabins 
as  are  put  together  for  the  use  of  poor  emi- 
grants. The  married  couples  and  children 
slept  in  them.  Light  descended  through  the 
booby-hatch,  but  the  day  was  very  scowling, 
as  you  know,  and  it  needed  some  use  to  see 
well.  A  couple  of  tables  were  cleated  athwart- 
ships,  and  two  or  three  of  the  women  were  pre- 
paring them  for  dinner.  A  few  soldiers  were 
sitting  about  reading  or  talking.  In  one  of  the 
berths  a  baby  was  crying  loudly,  and  several 
children  sat  in  a  group  in  a  corner  playing. 

The  good-looking  young  wife  came  from 
some  part  of  these  quarters,  or  barracks,  as  I 
descended.  She  showed  me  a  married  couple's 

1  2 
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sleeping-berth,  and  bade  me,  as  I  was  a  young 
man,  put  my  head  boldly  into  the  single  men's 
cabin  and  not  mind  them.  I  seemed  to  look, 
but  in  truth  I  had  no  eyes  but  for  the  strong, 
gloomy,  prison-like  bulkhead  which  served  as 
the  afterwall  of  the  convicts'  prison.  This 
bulkliead  stretched  from  side  to  side.  It  was 
studded  with  iron  knobs,  mushroom-shaped. 
A  number  of  holes  were  bored  in  it — perhaps 
twenty.  I  knew  the  object  of  those  holes. 
They  were  intended  to  receive  the  muzzles  of 
muskets,  so  that  a  volley  of  twenty  muskets 
could  be  fired  at  once  into  the  throng  of  con- 
victs confined  below  in  case  of  an  uprising  or 
other  tragic  trouble.  I  also  observed  what 
resembled  a  disk  in  the  centre  of  this  barricade, 
somewhat  low  down.  I  asked  the  woman  what 
it  meant.  She  inquired  of  a  soldier,  who  an- 
swered that  it  had  been  a  hole  to  receive  the 
muzzle  of  a  cannon,  but  that  the  orifice  had 
been  stopped. 

'  It's  handy  to  command  with  grape  and 
canister  in  case  of  a  difficulty,'  said  the  soldier, 
speaking  with  an  Irish  accent.  '  A  great  gun, 
loaded  to  the  muzzle,  is  the  right  way  to  keep 
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an  ove  upon  such  lads  as  thim  yonder.  Tis 
wan  of  them  oyes  that  never  winks  nor 
slapes.' 

On  the  right  of  the  barricade  was  the  door, 
where  stood  the  sentry — the  '  Dick  '  of  my 
pretty  companion.  I  had  supposed  that  the 
main  hatch  was  the  only  means  of  entering  the 
'tweendecks  ;  but  this  afterdoor,  it  seems,  was 
always  used  by  the  doctor  for  going  his  rounds. 

'  Tell  him  to  look  and  be  quick,  Jane,'  said 
the  sentry. 

'  Clap  your  eye  to  a  hole,'  said  the  young 
woman.  '  Dick  dursn't  open  the  door  for 
you.' 

I  did  so,  and  saw  almost  as  much  as  if  the 
sentry  had  opened  the  door.  The  hght  was 
faint  and  dim  ;  such  daylight  as  there  was 
hung  round  about  the  main  hatch  where  the 
stanchions  came  down  from  the  sides  of  the 
hatch  in  the  form  of  a  gigantic  square  bird- 
cage. There  were  no  scuttles  or  portholes, 
no  skyhghts  for  the  admission  of  light  or  air 
overhead.  The  place  seemed  full  of  men, 
shadowy  heaps  of  them,  with  a  number  of 
dim  shapes  in  motion,  giving  a  look  of  wild, 
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unnatural  vitality  to  sucli  of  the  ghostly  mob 
as  sat  and  were  at  rest. 

The  soldier's  wife  put  her  eye  to  a  loop- 
hole beside  mine.  I  asked  her  what  those 
restless  figures  were  about,  and  she  answered 
they  were  messmen  and  mess  helpers  pre- 
paring for  the  convicts'  dinner  by  half-past 
twelve.  A  double  tier  of  sleeping  shelves 
divided  into  compartments,  each  wide  enougli 
to  accommodate  several  men  sleeping  side  by 
side,  ran  the  whole  length  on  either  hand  of 
these  'tweendecks.  I  heard  a  subdued  growl 
of  voices  and  the  frequent  clank  of  irons,  but 
high  above  all  sounded  the  ceaseless  straining 
and  crazy  complaining  of  the  numerous  bulk- 
heads which  went  to  the  equipment  of  the 
ship  in  this  part. 

Far  forward  on  the  left  was  a  sort  of 
cabin ;  I  knew  it  was  the  prison  by  Will's 
description.  The  hospital  lay  in  this  end, 
and  I  could  not  see  it.  The  air  was  fairly 
sweet  and  fresh  where  I  stood,  owing  to  the 
booby-hatch  lying  wide  open,  protected  as  it 
was  by  the  cuddy  recess  ;  but  I  seemed  to 
fancy  a  dreadful  oppression  and  closeness  of 
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atmosphere  in  those  'tweendecks  where  the 
many  shadowy  shapes  were  herded.  Which 
of  all  those  spectral  figures  was  Tom  ?  Oh, 
my  heart !  To  think  of  him  in  his  innocence, 
ironed,  entombed  in  that  close  and  dimly- 
lighted  prison,  forced  to  lie  of  a  night,  side  by 
side  with  felons,  obhged  to  listen  to  their 
hideous  talk,  to  their  boasts  of  past  crimes. 
to  their  threats  of  darker  villainies  yet,  when 
the  moment  should  come  to  free  their  hand. 

'Now,  Jane,  your  friend  must  be  off,' 
said  the  sentry,  '  or  the  doc  tor  "11  be  coming 
along.' 

I  nodded  civilly  to  him,  thanked  his 
pretty  wife,  and  went  on  deck.  I  was  half 
mad  with  grief  and  passion.  The  reahty  had 
far  exceeded  my  imagination  of  the  wretched- 
ness and  horror  of  the  prisoners'  quarters.  I 
believe  I  should  have  been  less  shocked  had  I 
passed  into  the  'tweendecks  by  way  of  the 
main  hatch  ;  but  it  was  like  taking  a  view  of 
some  nightmare  imagination  of  human  misery 
to  peer  through  the  loophole  into  that  tossing, 
straining,  and  groaning  interior,  dimly  touched 
with  daylight  in  the  centre,  faintly  irradiated 
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by  lantern4ight  in  other  parts,  the  whole 
strange  shadow  of  it  thickened  and  jumbled 
by  the  scarcely  determinable  shapes  of  men 
sitting,  standing,  moving,  the  clank  of  irons 
coming  from  them,  and  the  low  growl  of 
speech. 

I  went  about  my  work  as  usual,  helped  at 
the  luncheon-table,  exchanged  sentences  with 
Frank,  cleaned  and  poHshed  as  was  now  my 
business  ;  but  all  the  while  I  was  secretly 
raging  with  sorrow  and  temper.  I  was  asking 
myself :  Is  it  not  in  my  power  to  release  Tom 
from  this  horrible  hell  ?  Have  I  not  the  wit 
to  devise  a  scheme  for  giving  him  his  liberty  ? 
They  may  flog  me,  they  may  hang  me  if  they 
will ;  let  me  but  enable  Tom  to  get  away  from 
that  loathsome  jail  below,  and  they  may  do 
what  they  will.  Twenty  fancies  occurred  to 
me.  I  thought  of  my  cousin  Will  assisting 
me  to  secrete  my  sweetheart  in  some  part  of 
the  ship,  as  I  had  lain  hidden,  where  I  should 
be  able  to  feed  him  and  where  he  would  lie 
until  the  ship's  arrival!  Then  I  thought  of 
his  escaping  in  a  quarter-boat  which  I  would 
secretly  provision  for  him  !     But  why  pursue 
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the  catalogue  of  these  ridiculous  dreams  ? 
They  were  a  girl's  passionate,  ignorant  fancies, 
born  of  despair  and  wrath.  In  some  of  my 
fancies  I  was  as  wicked  as  the  worst  of  the 
wretches  below.  I  would  have  sacrificed 
every  life  on  board,  including  my  own,  to 
procure  Tom's  liberty,  to  free  him  from  the 
horrors  the  unjust  hand  of  the  law  had  heaped 
upon  him.  I  would  have  set  fire  to  the  ship, 
I  would  have  gnawed  a  hole  in  her  bottom  as 
patiently  as  a  rat's  tooth  penetrates  a  plank, 
if  by  burning,  if  by  sinking,  the  vessel  I 
could  have  Hberated  my  sweetheart. 

But  I  cooled  down  by  degrees.  Indeed, 
this  morning  the  steward  kept  me  running 
about,  and  I  could  only  think  in  snatches ;  so 
that  meditation  was  thin  and  brief,  and  its 
influence  hght  and  passing. 

During  the  afternoon,  some  considerable 
time  before  sunset,  the  wind  shifted,  the  sky 
cleared,  and  we  had  fine  weather.  Sail  was 
made  on  the  ship.  The  sea  ran  in  a  strong, 
dark-blue  swell,  which  shouldered  the  sunshine 
from  brow  to  brow,  and  filled  the  ocean  in  the 
south-west  with  a  roving  splendour.     Two  or 
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three  white  sails  of  ships  showed  upon  the 
horizon.  I  supposed  that  by  this  time  we 
had  been  blown  some  distance  out  of  the  Bay 
of  Biscay.  Certainly  our  course  had  been 
straight  and  our  speed  thunderous  during  the 
past  dark  days  of  storm. 

Shortly  after  the  weather  cleared  the  con- 
victs were  ordered  on  deck.  I  stood  in  the 
cuddy  door  to  see  them  assemble.  They 
came  up  one  by  one,  and  were  massed  in  Hues 
close  to  the  barricade,  with  their  faces  turned 
toward  the  poop.  I  supposed  they  had  been 
disciplined  aboard  the  hulk.  The  convict 
'  captains  '  and  felon  overseers  found  no  diffi- 
culty in  marshalhng  them.  The  men  fell  in 
as  though  they  had  been  soldiers,  wheeling 
about  and  taking  up  their  positions  whilst  the 
decks  rang  with  short,  sharp  cries  of  com- 
mand and  the  tramp  of  ironed  feet.  I  took  a 
step  on  to  the  quarter-deck  and  looked  up  at 
the  break  of  the  poop,  and  there  saw  the  doc- 
tor, with  Captain  Sutherland  by  his  side.  The 
officers  of  the  guard  were  at  the  rail,  and  be- 
hind stood  a  number  of  the  guard  under  arms. 

As  the  barricade  obstructed  my  sight,  and 
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as  I  was  determined  to  see  what  was  going 
on,  I  picked  up  a  tray  and  went  down  the 
port  gangway  alley,  as  though  I  had  business 
at  the  galley.  The  yards  were  braced  some- 
what forward,  and  I  stood  close  to  the  great 
maintack,  which  sheltered  me  from  the  sight 
of  the  poop.  Here  I  could  observe  without 
being  seen.  Unhappily,  my  position  brought 
the  backs  of  the  convicts  upon  me.  Tom  was 
not  to  be  distinguished  among  that  throng  of 
closely  packed  felons.  A  few  were  in  the 
hospital ;  two  or  three  in  the  prison.  There 
might  be  two  hundred  and  twenty  men 
gathered  together  behind  the  barricade — all 
facing  aft — their  faces  upturned  to  the  doctor. 
His  purpose  in  assembling  them  was  to 
dehver  a  lecture.  He  spoke  loudly  and  with 
earnestness,  but  seemed  to  have  no  sense 
whatever  of  irony.  It  was  strange  that  a 
person  of  his  experience  should  not  guess  that 
the  greater  part  of  his  discourse  would  be 
listened  to  with  the  tongue  in  the  cheek.  He 
talked  to  the  convicts  as  though  they  had 
been  a  congregation  of  respectable  worship- 
pers, people  who  led  an  honest  life  in  their 
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trades  and  houses  six  days,  and  on  the  seventh 
attended  church,  instead  of  a  body  of  men 
of  whom  two-thirds  were  hardened  scoundrels 
— seasoned,  stewed,  salted  down  in  crime ; 
miscreants  who  would  return  to  their  old  vil- 
lainies, and  to  viler  villainies  yet,  the  instant 
they  were  at  large,  if  the  country  they  found 
themselves  in  provided  them  with  the  chances 
they  wanted. 

I  remember  he  told  them  they  were  one 
large  family,  and  that  the  opportunities  during 
the  voyage  of  exercising  the  best  and  kindliest 
feelings  would  be  ample.  Every  one  was  to 
prefer  his  brother  to  himself.  They  were  not 
only  to  be  careful  of  each  other's  comforts,  but 
to  be  kindly  watchful  over  each  other's  speech 
and  behaviour.  '  I  forbid,'  said  he,  '  the  use 
of  all  irritating  or  provoking  speech  or  gestures 
in  your  intercourse  with  each  other,  the  em- 
ployment of  all  vulgar  epithets  and  unmanly 
nicknames,  the  use  of  which  always  indicates 
a  low  and  undisciphned  mind.'  I  listened  for 
a  general  laugh  when  he  pointed  out  the 
necessity  for  convicts  cultivating  a  humble, 
meek,    and    gentle    spirit — submissive,    con- 
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tented,  and  thankful ;  of  their  ever  remem- 
bering the  injury  they  had  inflicted  on  their 
country,  and  particularly  the  expense  to 
which  they  had  put  the  Government  ! 

The  prisoners  swayed  with  the  movements 
of  the  deck.  They  all  seemed  to  listen  with 
attention  to  the  doctor's  discourse,  but  then 
any  man  will  appear  to  listen  with  attention 
to  the  speech  of  another  who  has  it  in  his 
power  to  flog  him  for  not  doing  so.  It  was  a 
strange  scene,  familiar  enough  in  those  days, 
never  more  by  any  possibihty  to  be  beheld 
again.  On  high  spread  the  canvas  in  cloud 
upon  cloud,  swelHng  to  the  western  bright- 
ness ;  soft  masses  of  vapour  rolled  stately 
under  a  sky  of  deep,  liquid  blue  ;  the  swaying 
mass  of  convicts  in  the  sickly  hue  of  their 
prison  dress,  their  irons  like  a  chain  cable 
stretching  the  length  of  the  planks,  half  filled 
the  barricade  inclosure ;  at  the  brass  rail 
above  stood  the  doctor,  flourishing  his  hand 
whilst  he  addressed  them,  and  the  listeners 
beside  him  were  thrown  out  strong  upon  the 
eye  by  the  red  line  of  soldiers  standing  close 
behind.    A  pause  seemed  to  fall  upon  the  ship  ; 
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the  sailors  dropped  their  work  to  stare  and 
hearken  ;  the  second  mate  and  the  apprentices 
strained  their  gaze  from  the  lee  side  of  the 
poop  at  the  rows  of  faces ;  far  aft  was  the 
helmsman,  stretching  his  neck  and  turning 
his  head  on  one  side  and  then  on  the  other, 
as  though  to  hear  what  the  doctor  said. 

'  The  youngest  amongst  you  now,'  con- 
tinued the  doctor,  '  in  some  measure  under- 
stand that  it  is  in  the  strictest  sense  a  moral 
discipline  which  I  desire  to  see  in  operation  on 
board  this  transport.  In  further  proof  of 
which  I  shall  give  orders  that  those  irons — 
the  badges  of  your  disgrace — with  which  you 
are  at  present  fettered,  be  removed  from  the 
whole  of  you  ;  and  I  do  most  ardently  hope 
that  when  I  have  once  caused  them  to  be 
struck  off,  you  will  not  by  your  conduct 
demand  of  their  being  again  replaced  ;  for 
what  can  be  more  disgraceful  to  you  and 
painful  to  me  than  the  clanking  of  those  irons 
as  you  walk  along  the  decks  ?  ' 

The  address  lasted  about  three-quarters  of 
an  hour.  Captain  Barrett  replaced  and  let 
fall  his  eye-glass  with  impatience.     A  number 
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of  the  convicts  were  now  sent  below,  to  return 
presently,  as  I  supposed,  when  the  others 
should  have  taken  their  allowance  of  exercise. 
I  dared  not  hnger,  and  walked  slowly  aft, 
sending  searching  looks  at  the  prisoners, 
though  I  did  not  see  Tom.  How  was  I  to 
deliver  my  letter  ?  But  it  chanced  that  I  had 
sight  of  many  strange  faces.  A  gang  of 
prisoners  passed  close  as  I  went  toward  the 
cuddy ;  a  few  were  grey-haired  men,  bowed 
and  wrinkled ;  some  were  young,  and  I 
marked  that  all  these  had  defiant  looks.  One 
countenance,  quickly  as  it  passed,  impressed 
me  strongly  ;  the  man  had  fine,  large,  black, 
flashing  eyes,  and  was  a  handsome,  dark  person, 
half  a  head  taller  than  those  who  trudged  near 
him ;  he  held  himself  erect,  and  I  seemed  to 
notice  a  sort  of  theatrical  air  in  his  strides 
spite  of  the  irons.  I  had  heard  someone  say 
there  was  an  actor  among  the  felons,  and  I 
guessed  that  man  was  he. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

SHE   ALARMS   HER   COUSIN 

At  the  dinner-table  that  day  most  of  the  talk 
I  caught  concerned  the  convicts  and  the 
Austrahan  settlements.  Captain  Barrett  told 
the  doctor  that  he  considered  his  address  to 
the  prisoners  deuced  fine.    The  doctor  bowed. 

'What  makes  criminals,  sir  ? '  asked  Captain 
Sutherland. 

'  The  dishke  of  honest  labour,'  answered 
the  doctor. 

'  It's  the  mothers  who  make  the  criminals/ 
said  the  lieutenant. 

The  doctor  viewed  him  sternly.  I  do 
not  think  he  loved  these  discussions. 

'  Don't  the  magnetic  character  of  an  iron 
ship  depend  upon  the  direction  of  her  head 
while  building  ?  '  said  the  heutenant. 

'I   have  seen  but  one  iron  ship,  sir,'  said 
Captain  Sutherland. 
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'  Well,'  continued  the  lieutenant,  '  it's  so 
with  the  baby  before  birth  :  the  mother  may 
choose  her  own  compass  bearings  for  the  child 
— virtue  or  vice,  as  may  be.  'Tis  the  mother 
has  the  building  of  the  bairn,  look  you,  Ellice. 
If  she  don't  go  right  whilst  the  bairn's  putting 
together,  be  sorry  for  the  little  'un.  He's 
booked  in  irons  and  a  gray  suit  for  a  shiny 
land.' 

'  Fudge,'  said  the  doctor. 

The  captain,  however,  seemed  impressed 
by  the  lieutenant's  opinion,  and  continued  to 
look  at  him. 

'  Did  you  ever  have  charge  of  an  uglier  lot, 
Ellice  P  '  asked  Captain  Barrett. 

'  I  don't  recognise  human  ugliness,' 
answered  the  doctor.  '  Is  the  egg  bad  ? 
That's  it ;  never  mind  the  look  and  colour 
of  the  shell.' 

'  What  becomes  of  a  convict  when  he  dies  ?  ' 
said  the  lieutenant. 

'  What  becomes  of  the  ripple  when  it 
breaks  upon  the  shore  ?  '  answered  Captain 
Sutherland. 

'  Do  convicts  reaUy  stand  any  chance  out 
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in  the  colonies,  do  you  think  ?  '  said  the  lieu- 
tenant. 

'  An  excellent  chance,'  said  the  doctor. 

'  Too  good  a  chance  ! '  exclaimed  Captain 
Sutherland. 

I  pricked  my  ears.  I  was  then  at  the  end 
of  the  cuddy  waiting  till  the  gentlemen  should 
have  done  with  certain  dishes  which  it  would 
be  my  business  to  carry  forward. 

'How  is  a  rogue  to  establish  himself?' 
asked  Lieutenant  Chimmo. 

'  There's  plenty  to  be  done,'  answered  the 
doctor.  '  Labour  is  always  in  demand.  When 
a  man  is  on  ticket-of-leave  he  may  live  where 
he  pleases.' 

•They  are  much  better  used  than  our 
labourers  at  home,'  said  Captain  Sutherland. 

'  What  about  the  chain-gangs  ?  '  exclaimed 
Captain  Barrett. 

'  The  chain-gang  is  punishment,'  said  the 
doctor.  '  It  is  hard  work,  but  not  harder  than 
the  toil  of  many  an  honest  man  at  home  for  a 
famishing  wage.  Not  harder  than  the  labours 
of  a  French  fishwife,  for  example.' 

'  I   would   rather   work  in   a    chain-gang 
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than  dig  in  a  coal  mine/  said  Captain  Suther- 
land. 

'  A  convict's  hired  out  as  a  servant  by  the 
Government  to  the  applicant,  isn't  he  ?  '  said 
Captain  Barrett. 

'  Yes.  You  must  be  a  landholder  if  you 
apply.  I'm  speaking  of  Xew  South  Wales/ 
answered  the  doctor.  '  You  must  hold  three 
hundred  and  twenty  acres  for  every  one  con- 
vict you  get.  Seventy-five  convicts  are  the 
limit.     No  man  may  have  more.' 

'Should  you  feel  happy,  Barrett,'  said 
Lieutenant  Chimmo,  '  to  be  waited  on  and 
generally  done  for  by  seventy-five  of  the 
gentry  in  our  'tweendecks  ?  How  would  you 
like  to  be  shaved  by  a  cracksman,  tucked  up 
every  night  by  an  incendiary,  cooked  for  by 
a  chemist  lagged  for  a  trifling  blunder  in  the 
shape  of  strychnia,  waited  on  behind  your 
chair,  you  know,  by  a  gent  who  has  been 
spun  for  digging  up  bodies  ?  ' 

'  Are  the  convicts  decently  well  fed  out  in 
the  settlements  ? '  inquired  Captain  Barrett. 

'  Yes.  The  hirer's  obliged  to  give  his 
man  plenty  to  eat.     He's  made  to  sign  a  bond,' 
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responded  the  doctor.  '  The  convicts  feed  on 
beef,  mutton,  and  pork,  and  they  get  wheat 
and  maize  meal ;  their  clothes  are  two  jackets 
and  two  pairs  of  trousers  a  year,  shoes  and 
shirts,  and  a  mattress  and  blankets  besides.' 

Just  then  the  steward  motioned  to  me, 
and  I  was  sent  out  of  the  cuddy. 

This  talk  made  me  very  thoughtful.  I 
went  about  my  work  as  full  of  reflection  as 
though  I  had  been  planning  a  poem.  What 
was  the  cost  of  land  by  the  acre  in  Tasmania  ? 
If  I  purchased  three  hundred  and  twenty 
acres  in  that  country,  would  they  give  me 
Tom  for  a  servant  ?  Or,  suppose  Tom  should 
be  hired  before  I  quahfied  for  a  landholder, 
for  I  was  without  a  friend  in  Tasmania  and 
months  must  pass  before  I  could  receive 
money  from  England,  should  I  be  able  to 
bribe  his  employer  into  parting  with  him  ? 
My  spirits  mounted  with  my  fancies.  The 
doctor  knew  what  he  was  talking  about,  and 
in  imagination  I  beheld  myself  the  owner  of 
a  little  estate  in  Tasmania  with  Tom  by  my 
side,  and  our  home  as  happy  as  love  could 
make  it. 
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In  the  first  dog  watch  that  evening  I  had 
an  hour  to  myself.  The  wind  was  mild  and 
sweet,  and  the  sea  ran  in  soft  folds.  Frank 
had  told  me  that  the  ship  was  many  miles  to 
the  south  of  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  and  that  if  our 
course  was  to  be  shaped  east  we  should  bring 
Gibraltar  over  the  bow. 

This  young  German  joined  me  whilst  I 
stood  near  the  cuddy  door,  and  asked  me  to 
smoke  a  pipe.  I  said  that  my  pipes  had  been 
broken  for  me  by  the  boatswain.  He  offered 
to  lend  me  a  pipe.  I  told  him  that  the  ship's 
tobacco  was  too  strong  for  my  taste,  that  I 
was  never  much  of  a  smoker,  and  then  changed 
the  subject,  but  watched  him  whilst  he  talked  ; 
conscience  made  me  afraid  ;  then  again,  I  was 
much  thrown  with  this  young  man  who, 
though  an  insipid  German,  was  not  wholly  a 
fool :  it  was  impossible  to  say  what  little  hints 
or  tricks  of  my  sex  he  might  have  observed. 

I  was  made  uneasier  still  later  on,  when 
Lieutenant  Chimmo  stepped  through  the 
cuddy-door  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth  ;  he 
was  passing,  then  paused  and  stood  puffing 
and  lookin^r  at  me  without  taking  the  least 
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notice  of  the  German  steward.  1  was  nearly 
as  tall  as  this  subaltern. 

'  Are  you  an  only  child  ? '  said  he. 

I  stared  at  him,  and  in  that  instant  meant 
not  to  answer  ;  changed  my  mind,  and 
answered  :  '  Yes,  sir.' 

*  A  pity  ! '  said  he.     'If  you  had  a  sister 

and  she  resembled  you,  she  would  be '  He 

glanced  at  Frank,  who  was  grinning,  checked 
his  speech  with  a  face  of  contempt,  and 
addressing  me  again,  exclaimed  :  '  I  hear  they 
are  gradually  making  discoveries  about  you  ! ' 

This  startled  me,  and  I  may  have  looked 
at  him  earnestly. 

'  Oh,'  said  he,  smihng,  '  nothing's  been 
found  out  that's  going  to  bring  you  into 
trouble  ;  on  the  contrary,  you  prove  much 
more  respectable  than  you  seemed  to  wish  us 
to  believe,  when  you  were  dug  up  out  of  that 
hole  forward.  Your  father  was  a  sea  captain 
— the  sea  is  a  very  honest  calling.  But  why 
should  you  run  away  from  your  home  to 
become  a  cuddy  under-steward  ?  There's  no 
ambition  in  that,  my  lad,  is  there  ? '  He  cast 
another  look  of  contempt  at  Frank.     '  Unless, 
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indeed,  you  were  for  carrying  out  the  old- 
established  notions  of  the  story-writers  who 
are  always  sending  their  runaway  heroes  to 
sea  as  cabin-boys.' 

At  this  moment,  Captain  Barrett,  who  was 
on  the  poop,  overhearing  the  subaltern's 
voice,  called  to  hira,  and  Lieutenant  Chimmo 
went  up  the  ladder. 

'  I  should  hke  to  be  talked  about  as  you 
are,'  said  Frank.  '  Dot  means  dey  know  you 
vhas  a  shentleman.  You  vill  find  dot  dey  do 
not  talk  about  me.  I  fonder  dot  they  doan 
give  you  some  verk  your  little  handts  vhas 
more  fit  for  dan  vashing  plates.' 

'  I  wish  they  would  not  talk  about  me,' 
said  I.  '  I  am  comfortable  and  content.  I 
wish  to  travel  to  Tasmania  in  my  own  way. 
I  earn  my  food.  I  shan't  receive  a  shilling 
for  my  services.     Why  will  they  talk  ?  ' 

'  Dere  vhas  something  about  you,  Mar- 
lowe,' said  Frank,  '  dot  oxcites  and  puzzles 
them.  She  oxcites  and  puzzles  me  too.  What 
vhas  it?  Potsblitz  !  I  likes  to  talk  about 
you  myself  if  I  meets  mit  any  one  dot  vill 
talk  about  you  hke  wise.' 
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He  was  proceeding  in  this  strain  when  my 
cousin  Will  came  along  the  gangway  alley. 
All  the  convicts  were  below  at  supper. 
Nobody  was  on  the  main-deck  but  the  sentry 
at  the  hatch.  A  number  of  seamen  were 
assembled  on  the  forecastle,  and  amongst 
them  were  a  few  of  the  guard.  At  the  break 
of  that  raised  fore-deck  stalked  the  sentinel, 
and  his  bayonet  gleamed  in  the  sun  as  though 
wet  with  blood. 

'Marlowe,'  said  my  cousin,  halting  at  a 
distance,  '  come  forward  and  I'll  give  you  the 
things  I  promised  you.' 

And  having  said  this  he  walked  away  as 
though  he  had  condescended  enough.  And 
he  was  wise  to  treat  me  so,  for  on  stepping 
out  of  the  recess  and  turning  my  head  I  saw 
the  captain  and  the  doctor  and  the  two 
officers  of  the  guard  standing  at  the  rail  in 
conversation. 

I  followed  my  cousin  to  his  cabin.  He 
had  entered  before  me,  and  when  I  arrived  I 
found  him  alone. 

'  I  shan't  call  you  Marian  any  more,'  said 
he.     '  Suppose  I  should  be  overheard?     And 
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I'll  not  call  YOU  Simon  either.  Why  didn't 
you  ship  as  Jack  or  Bill?  Take  now  what 
you  want,  and  when  you  have  shifted  give  me 
your  soiled  clothes  and  I'll  get  them  washed.' 

He  raised  the  lid  of  his  chest,  and  I  took 
a  flannel  shirt  and  such  other  apparel  as  I 
needed. 

'  You'll  find  that  pilot  coat  melting  wear  a 
few  degrees  further  south,'  said  he.  '  Here's 
a  serge  jacket.     Will  it  fit  you  ? ' 

I  put  it  on,  then  rolled  the  clothes  into  a 
bundle  and  stayed  to  talk. 

'  Will,  does  anyone  on  board  suspect  I'm  a 
woman  ? ' 

'  I  don't  know  of  any  one,'  he  answered  ; 
'  what's  put  that  into  your  head  ?  ' 

'  Nothing.  I  don't  want  to  be  found  out. 
Depend  upon  it,  if  the  doctor  and  the  others 
discovered  that  I  was  a  girl,  they'd  suspect 
me  of  some  desperate  purpose  and  send  me 
out  of  the  ship  at  the  first  chance.' 

'  That's  likely,'  said  Will,  cutting  up  a 
piece  of  tobacco  to  fill  his  pipe  with  ;  '  but 
who'd  imagine  you're  a  girl  ?  You  walk  like 
a  man  and  begin  to  roll  about  like  a  sailor. 
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You  lug  your  basket  of  foul  dishes  forward  in 
true  bottle-washer  fashion.' 

'Not  so  loud,'  said  I,  looking  toward  the 
door. 

'  I've  heard  nothing  about  you  for'ard,'  he 
continued.  '  They  occasionally  talk  of  you 
aft.  I  catch  scraps  of  speech  as  the  skipper 
and  the  others  stump  the  poop.  I  heard  that 
fellow,  Captain  Barrett,  say  that  he  notices 
you  take  a  great  interest  in  all  talk  at  table 
that  concerns  the  convicts.  I'd  wear  a  deaf 
face  in  the  cuddy,  if  I  were  you.' 

'  I'll  do  so.  That  Captain  Barrett's  right. 
The  hint  won't  be  lost,  I  assure  you,'  said  I, 
looking  at  myself  in  a  square  of  glass  and 
observing  by  the  strong  red  Hght  that  my 
complexion  had  been  something  darkened 
already  by  my  frequent  exposure  on  deck, 
though  it  was  still  too  soft  and  delicate  a  skin 
to  please  me.  '  But,'  said  I,  speaking  low,  '  I 
shan't  greatly  heed  any  suspicions  that  don't 
touch  my  sex.' 

'  Have  you  seen  anything  more  of  Butler  ? ' 
he  asked,  also  speaking  low. 
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I  shook  my  head  with  a  sigh,  and,  pulhng 
the  letter  from  my  pocket,  told  him  how  long 
it  had  been  written,  and  that  I  had  found  no 
chance  of  delivering  it. 

'  Now  mind  how  you  attempt  to  dehver 
it ! '  he  exclaimed.  '  If  the  sentry  sees  you 
giving  it  to  him,  say  good  night  to  your 
projects,  for  they'll  find  out  you're  a  woman, 
and  lock  you  up  for  examination  and  punish- 
ment on  your  arrival.  They're  hideously  in 
earnest  in  these  ships.  And  take  care  that 
you  don't  get  Tom  flogged.' 

This  talk  frightened  and  angered  me  too. 
1  took  several  turns  up  and  down  the  httle 
berth,  whilst  he  smoked  and  watched  me,  and 
then  said  :  '  I  must  risk  it.  Tom  shall  get 
this  letter,  and  then  I'll  be  satisfied.' 

'  K  the  third  mate  could  be  trusted,'  said 
he,  '  it  might  be  contrived  without  risk.  He 
serves  out  stores  to  the  convicts,  and  Butler's 
one  of  the  gang  who  fetches  the  stufi*.  I 
heard  the  third  mate  teU  Mr.  Bates  that. 
Bates  takes  a  good  deal  of  interest  in  Butler. 
It  was  only  yesterday  he  was  talking  to  the 
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captain,  and  I  heard  him  say  he  considered 
Butler  an  injured  man.' 

'  "  Injured  !  "  '  I  cried,  scornful  of  that  meek 
word. 

'  But  the  third  mate  mustn't  be  trusted,  so 
there's  an  end.' 

I'looked  at  Will  steadily,  and  said  in  a  soft 
voice  :  '  Isn't  Tom  to  be  freed  ? ' 

'"Freed?"  '  he  echoed. 

'  Got  out  of  the  ship  ?  ' 

'  How  ? ' 

'  You're  the  sailor.  Will.  How  would  you 
go  to  work  to  enable  an  innocent  man  to 
escape  from  a  convict  ship  ?  ' 

'  How  would  I  go  to  work  ?  '  He  paused 
with  his  mouth  open  and  the  hand  which  held 
his  pipe  arrested  midway.  '  How  would  I  go 
to  work  ?  I'd  tell  him  to  jump  overboard,  or 
I'd  shp  a  knife  into  his  hand  that  he  might 
cut  his  throat.  What  other  way  ?  Escape  ! 
Escape  from  a  convict  ship  on  the  high  seas ! 
With  loaded  muskets  ready  to  make  eyelets 
in  a  man's  head  at  any  moment  in  the  night 
or  day,  with  look-outs  for'ard  and  look-outs 
aft,  and  a  sentry  below  with  a  bayonet  fixed 
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for  the  first.  Now,  see  heie,'  said  he,  growing 
pale  and  putting  his  pipe  down,  '  if  you  talk 
like  that,  if  you  allow  any  fancy  of  helping 
Tom  to  escape  to  enter  your  head,  then,  to 
save  you  from  God  alone  knows  what  conse- 
quences, I'll  go  right  aft  to  the  skipper  and 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it.' 

'  I  don't  say  that  it  is  to  be  done,'  said  I, 
vexed  that  I  should  have  so  agitated  him,  •  but 
is  there  any  harm  in  talking.  Will  r  * 

'  Yes,  in  talking  of  such  things  as  that. 
You  are  madly  in  love  with  Butler,  and  your 
notions  and  your  dreams  of  helping  him  are 
mad.  Haven't  you  made  sacrifice  enough  for 
the  man  ?  Do  you  want  to  become  a  felon 
too  ?     That  won't  help  him.' 

'What  could  I  do  that  you  should  talk  to 
me  Hke  this  P  "  said  I,  reddening  and  staring  at 
him  in  my  old  fiery  way. 

'  You  could  do  nothing,'  he  answered, 
'  and  that's  just  it.  But  you  can  talk  and  you 
might  attempt,  and  I'll  blow  the  gafi*,  so  help 
me  God,  if  you  don't  give  me  your  word." 

He  was  as  red  as  I,  and  his  face  worked 
with  consternation  and  anser. 
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'I  give  you  my  word,'  I  exclaimed,  and 
took  him  in  my  arms  and  kissed  him  on  either 
cheek. 

The  boy  was  deeply  moved  and  almost 
crying.  Just  then  an  apprentice  came  into 
the  berth,  on  which,  in  a  changed  voice,  I 
thanked  Will  for  his  kindness,  picked  up  my 
bundle,  and  walked  aft. 

My  talk  had  so  deeply  scared  my  cousin 
that  he  took  an  opportunity  before  that 
evening  was  gone  of  again  speaking  to  me. 
He  implored  me  not  to  believe  for  an  instant 
that  Tom  could  escape  out  of  this  ship  at  sea. 
'You  can't  help  him,'  said  he.  'But  what 
might  happen  to  you  ?  The  punishment  for 
helping  a  convict  to  escape  is  fearfully  heavy. 
They'd  try  you  at  some  Tasmanian  court  of 
justice  and  make  a  felon  of  you.  You'd  be  a 
female  convict,  associating  with  tlie  vilest  of 
the  vile  of  your  own  sex.  Why,  sooner  than 
such  a  thing  should  happen,  I'd  go  straight  to 
the  skipper  and  tell  him  who  you  are  !  ' 

I  answered  with  a  hot  face  and  angry  eyes 
that  if  I  could  help  Tom  to  escape,  they  might 
do  what  they  liked  afterwards — mangle  me. 


SHE   ALARMS    HER   COUSIN  143 

crucify  me,  bury  me  alive.  '  But  what  is  the 
good  of  talking  ?  '  I  said.  '  I  know  there  is 
nothing  to  be  done.  Don't  tell  me  I  love  Tom 
as  if  I  were  a  mad  woman.  It  maddens  me 
to  hear  that  said.  I  love  him  as  sanely  as 
your  father  loves  your  mother.  I  love  him 
loyally  and  with  all  my  heart.  We  were  to 
have  been  married,  and,  before  God,  we  are 
married,  and  who  shall  hinder  me  from  fulfil- 
ling my  unspoken  marriage  vow  to  abandon 
everybody  and  cleave  only  to  my  love  .^ '  Here 
a  great  sob  interrupted  me,  but  I  fought  with 
my  tears  and  after  a  little  strugghng  pause  I 
continued  :  '  I  will  do  nothing  rash.  Will.  Be 
easy,  dear  heart.  I  would  help  Tom  to  es- 
cape this  night  if  I  could,  but  I  cannot ;  I 
can  do  nothing  :  so  rest  your  peace  of  mind 
on  that.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXY 

SHE  DELIVERS  HER   LETTER,  AXD   SEES  A    CONVICT 
PU^'ISHED 

Next  morning  on  coming  into  the  cuddy  from 
my  berth  and  looking  through  the  door,  I 
saw  a  number  of  convicts  washing  the  decks 
down.  Some  were  on  the  forecastle,  some  in 
the  barricaded  inclosure,  and  three  or  four 
were  scrubbing  the  quarter-deck  close  beside 
the  cuddy  front.  Every  morning  small  gangs 
of  the  felons  helped  the  sailors  to  wash  down, 
whilst  numbers  below  scrubbed  their  own 
quarters  out.  The  boatswain  and  his  mates 
and  the  captains  of  the  gangs  superintended, 
hurled  the  water  along  the  decks  out  of  the 
buckets  handed  to  them,  and  kept  the  men  to 
their  work.  It  was  a  very  fine  morning  ;  the 
wind  was  on  the  quarter,  and  the  second  mate 
overhead  was  calling  to  some  hands  aloft 
who  were  rigging  out  booms  for  the  setting  of 
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those  wide  overhanging  wings  of  canvas  called 
'  studding-sails.' 

I  immediately  observed  that  the  convicts 
were  without  irons.  What  with  the  soldiers, 
the  prisoners,  the  sailors  scrubbing  or  pre- 
paring to  run  the  studding-sails  aloft ;  what 
with  the  flashing  of  the  sun  on  the  wet  decks, 
the  pendulum  swing  of  the  straight-lined 
shadows  of  the  rigging,  the  blowing  of  smoke 
from  the  two  galley  chimneys,  combined  with 
the  sense  of  Hfe  in  the  noises  of  people  scrub- 
bing the  poop  overhead,  of  the  bleating  of 
sheep  forward,  the  crowing  of  cocks,  the 
grunting  of  a  sow,  the  clanking  of  the  head 
and  poop  pumps,  the  ceaseless  gushing  of 
water — the  scene  was  one  of  such  life  and 
motion  as  forbade  me  for  a  httle  while  from 
distincruishino^. 

I  looked  eagerly  for  Tom.  The  steward 
called  to  me  sharply  and  angrily,  after  which 
I  was  for  half  an  hour  occupied  with  Frank  in 
cleaning  down  the  cuddy,  without  a  single 
opportunity  to  turn  my  eyes  toward  the  main 
deck.     When  this  odious  task  was  ended,  Mr. 

VOL.    II.  L 
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Stiles  gave  me  a  piece  of  raw  bacon  to  carry 
to  tlie  cook  for  the  cuddy  breakfast. 

I  took  care  to  hold  the  letter  in  the  palm 
of  my  hand,  in  the  hope  that  I  should  meet 
Tom  as  I  went  or  returned.  A  batch  of  about 
fifty  convicts,  stripped  to  the  waist,  were 
washing  themselves  on  the  port  side  of  the 
main  deck,  close  against  the  barricade  of  the 
gangway  alley.  The  doctor  stood,  viewing 
them,  at  a  little  distance.  Two  or  three 
'captains'  walked  to  and  fro,  to  observe  that 
the  men  washed  themselves  properly.  Seeing 
no  other  convicts  on  deck,  I  went  along  the 
gangway  alley,  and  with  my  head  straight, 
but  with  my  eyes  in  the  corner  that  the  doctor 
might  not  detect  my  scrutiny,  I  narrowly 
viewed  the  convicts  as  I  stepped  forward,  but 
Tom  was  not  of  that  gang. 

On  coming,  however,  abreast  of  the 
prisoners'  galley,  I  saw  my  sweetheart  inside. 
I  did  not  notice  what  he  was  about.  J^o 
doubt  he  had  been  told  off  to  help  the  cooks 
that  morning,  or  maybe  he  was  there  on  some 
errand  relating  to  his  mess.  Be  this  as  it  may, 
I   saw  him  in    an    instant,  and    formed   my 
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resolution  in  a  single  beat  of  my  heart.  I 
coughed.  The  note  of  my  cough  made  him 
turn  his  head.  Even  whilst  our  eyes  met  I 
entered  the  galley  in  which  he  stood. 

'  Here,  cook,'  said  I,  '  the  steward 
says '  I  started  as  though  I  had  dis- 
covered my  error.  '  I  beg  pardon  for  mis- 
taking the  galley,'  said  I,  and  in  turning,  as 
though  to  leave,  I  purposely  struck  my  foot 
against  the  coaming  of  the  door,  fell  a  step 
backward,  and  let  fall  the  dish  and  the  bacon. 
The  dish  was  of  tin ;  had  it  been  crockery  I 
should  have  let  it  fall  all  the  same,  though 
the  noise  of  the  breakage  might  have  brought 
the  doctor  to  the  door.  Tom  stooped  to  pick 
up  the  bacon ;  our  fingers  touched,  and  I 
shpped  the  letter  into  his  hand. 

This  was  admirably  done  ;  the  swiftness  of 
the  manoeuvre  renders  it  one  of  the  most 
memorable  of  my  exploits  in  this  way.  I  had 
feared  that  Tom  would  not  understand  in  time 
to  render  the  trick  successful,  but  the  moment 
he  felt  the  letter  his  hand  closed  upon  it.  I 
did  not  look  at  him  or  attempt  to  breathe  a 
syllable,  though  our  faces  were  close  when  we 
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stooped.  I  could  not  tell  who  besides  Tom 
was  in  that  galley  :  there  were  several  persons, 
convicts  no  doubt,  men  whose  behaviour  in 
the  hulks  had  warranted  the  doctor  in  giving 
them  posts  of  some  little  consequence  and 
trust.  All  had  happened  so  quickly,  that  I 
could  not  say  whether  the  others  besides  Tom 
were  clothed  as  felons  or  not. 

This  convicts'  galley,  I  should  explain, 
was  a  temporary  deck  structure,  built 
strongly  abaft  the  ship's  galley,  furnished 
with  an  abundant  cooking  apparatus,  as  you 
may  suppose  would  be  needed  for  the  feeding 
of  two  hundred  and  thirty  souls.  None  of 
the  crew  were  suffered  to  enter  it ;  it  was 
sentinelled  by  convict  warders  or  captains 
only.  It  was  inspected  every  day  by  the 
doctor,  and  closed  and  locked  when  the 
convicts'  supper  had  been  handed  along. 

I  came  out  of  the  ship's  galley  with  a  re- 
joicing heart,  and  peeped  at  the  door  of  the 
other  as  I  passed,  but  Tom  was  not  in  sight. 
However,  he  now  had  my  letter ;  no  risk  had 
been  run,  not  the  most  suspicious  mind,  not 
the  most  vigilant  eye  in  the  ship,  could  have 
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imagined  or  detected  what  had  passed 
between  my  sweetheart  and  me.  My  spiiits 
were  in  a  dance  ;  for  my  letter  would  tell 
him  as  much — as  much  to  the  point,  I  mean 
— as  my  lips  could  have  uttered  in  a  half- 
hour's  meeting.  I  figured  his  impatience  to 
read  it.  the  glow  of  hope  and  pleasure  that 
would  w^arm  his  poor,  dear  heart  as  he  read, 
the  courage  and  support  he  would  get  out 
of  it. 

'  You  vhas  light-hearted  this  morning/ 
said  Frank  to  me,  as  we  helped  the  steward 
to  prepare  the  breakfast-table.  '  Dere  vhas 
no  twopenny  postman  at  sea,  or  I  should 
say  dot  you  hov'  received  some  goodt  news.' 

'  It  is  the  weather,'  I  answered ;  '  and  then 
a  young  apprentice  has  kindly  given  me  a 
clean  flannel  shirt  to  wear.' 

'  Who's  the  apprentice  ?  '  exclaimed  Mr. 
Stiles,  who  overheard  me. 

'  Mr.  Johnstone,'  I  answered. 

'  Picked  him  up  aboard,  or  did  yer  know 
him  before  you  stowed  yourself  away  ?  ' 

'  My  father  Avas  a  client  of  his  father's,'  I 
replied. 
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'  Wither  me  if  it  ain't  a-coming  stronger 
and  stronger  with  you  every  day  ! '  exclaimed 
Mr.  Stiles.  '  What  are  you  going  to  turn  out 
afore  you're  done  ? '  he  added,  stopping  m  his 
work  to  look  at  me. 

'  I  tell  you  vhat  it  vhas,  sir,'  said  Frank. 
'  Dis  vhas  no  ordinary  shentleman.  Dis  vhas 
a  young  nobleman  in  disguise.' 

'  Hold  your  yaw-yawing ! '  cried  the 
steward.  '  Who's  a-talking  to  you  .^  You're 
always  a-putting  in,  you  are,  and  a-stopping 
the  work.' 

The  cuddy  breakfast-bell  was  rung,  and 
at  half-past  eight  the  captain  and  officers 
seated  themselves.  I  received  a  sort  of  nod 
from  Lieutenant  Chimmo,  and  Captain  Barrett 
looked  at  me  pleasantly.  Both  men  suggested 
that  they  regarded  me  as  coming  near  to 
their  social  level.  This  was  odd,  for,  as  a  rule, 
people  rather  shrink  from  and  give  the  cold 
shoulder  to  gentle-folks  who  have  been  sunk 
by  fortune  into  getting  their  bread  in  mean 
positions  such  as  mine  was  on  board  that  ship. 
Captain  Sutherland  never  heeded  me,  but 
sometimes  I  thought  the  doctor's  stern  eyes 
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rested  upon  me  with  an  expression  of  inquiry. 
The  cuddy  was  full  of  sunlight  ;  the  glory  of 
the  morning  sparkled  in  glass  and  crystal  and 
plate,  and  the  radiance  was  made  lovely  by 
the  soft  atmospheric  azure  tint  which  floated 
into  it  off  the  blue  sea. 

'  When  do  you  start  your  school,  doctor  ?  ' 
said  Captain  Barrett. 

'  On  Monday,'  was  the  answer. 

'  Captain,'  said  Lieutenant  Chimmo,  ad- 
dressing  the  commander  of  the  ship,  '  did  you 
see  Barney  Abram  washing  himself  this  morn- 
ing ?  What  a  chest !  What  arms  !  Cut  his 
head  and  legs  off,  fossilise  what's  left,  chuck 
the  torso  into  the  Tiber,  and  when  dredged 
up  it  would  be  sworn  to  as  the  most  magni- 
ficent fragment  of  ancient  art  in  the  wide 
vvorld.' 

"  A  pity,  Ellice,'  said  Captain  Barrett, 
'  that  you  object  to  Barney  stepping  aft 
occasionally  to  give  Chimmo  and  me  a  few 
tips  in  the  grandest  of  all  sciences.' 

'  The  most  degrading,  sir,'  said  the  doctor. 
'  I  am  surprised  that  you  should  think  proper 
to  repeat  the  request.' 
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'The  voyage  is  a  doocid  long  one,' 
murmured  Captain  Barrett. 

'Isn't  there  to  be  some  punishment  this 
morning  ?  '  asked  Captain  Sutherland. 

'  A  httle  hght  punishment,'  answered  the 
doctor — '  two  hours  of  the  box.' 

'  You  don't  believe  in  the  cat,  sir  ? '  said 
Captain  Barrett. 

'  I  do  not,'  answered  the  doctor. 

'  I  believed  in  the  cat  until  pickling  went 
out  of  fashion,'  said  the  subaltern.  '  A  man 
who  had  been  salted  down  whilst  bleeding 
seldom  courted  a  second  dose  ;  but  now  I 
understand  your  man-of-war's  man  thinks  so 
lightly  of  flogging  that  he  would  rather  take 
three  dozen  than  forfeit  a  day's  allowance  of 
grog.' 

'  I'm  no  lover  of  the  cat  myself,'  said 
Captain  Sutherland,  '  but  it's  good  discipline. 
It's  a  degrading  punishment,  very  proper  for 
degraded  men.  I  have  some  men  forward 
who  deserve  whipping,  and  whipping,  per- 
haps, isn't  enough  for  them ;  nor  would 
pickling  suffice.  They  want  quartering.  The 
Government  forces  us  commanders  of  hired 
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transports  to  fill  our  forecastle  with  a  given 
number  of  hands.  Xo  questions  are  asked. 
So  long  as  your  complement  numerically 
corresponds  with  the  Government  require- 
ment, all's  supposed  to  be  right.  Now,  what 
sort  of  a  crew  did  the  crimp  scramble  together 
for  me  that  my  muster  might  answer  to  the 
Admiralty  wants?  I've  about  six  seamen 
qualified  to  steer.  I  doubt  if  there  are  ten 
men  forward  who  know  how  to  send  down  a 
yard.  But  one  has  to  take  what  one  can  get. 
The  crimp  comes  along  and  throws  a  gutter- 
brood  aboard ;  some  are  not  fit  even  as 
shilliug-a-monthers,  and  have  bribed  the 
crimp  to  the  pawning  of  their  only  shirt  to 
ship  them,  that  they  may  get  abroad,  where 
they'll  run.' 

'  I  don't  like  the  looks  of  a  good  many  of 
your  men,'  said  the  doctor. 

'  But  you  could  muster  strongly  enough 
for  an  emergency,  captain?"  said  the  subaltern. 

'  What  do  you  mean  by  an  emergency  ? ' 
said  Captain  Sutherland. 

'  A  heavy  squall  of  wind,  sir,  and  the  ship 
aback  with  royals  set.' 
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'  Where  the  deuce  did  you  pick  up  your 
nautical  knowledge,  Chimmo  ? '  said  Captain 
Barrett. 

'  Is  that  an  emergency,  captain  ? '  asked 
the  subaltern. 

'  Oh,  I've  no  doubt  we  could  manage,  I've 
no  doubt  we  could  manage,'  answered  the 
captain,  with  something  of  gloomy  impatience. 

Here  I  was  dispatched  to  the  pantry,  and 
when  I  returned  after  a  considerable  interval 
the  gentlemen  had  gone  on  deck. 

As  Tom  was  always  in  my  mind  when  any 
sort  of  reference  was  made  to  the  convicts,  I 
was  very  eager  and  anxious  to  know  what  the 
punishment  of  the  box  was — to  speak  of  it  as 
the  doctor  had — and  who  was  the  culprit. 
A  number  of  prisoners  were  assembled  be- 
tween the  barricades,  whether  employed  or 
not  I  do  not  recollect.  The  steward  had 
gone  forward,  in  all  probability  to  smoke  a 
pipe  with  the  cook,  under  pretence  of  talking 
about  the  cabin  dinner.  I  stood  in  the  cuddy 
doorway  viewing  the  prisoners,  yearning  for 
a  sight  of  Tom,  that  by  a  swift  look  or  smile 
he  might  let  me  know  he  had  read  my  letter. 
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An  apprentice  struck  four  bells — ten  o'clock. 
The  doctor  came  up  from  the  prisoners' 
quarters  followed  by  Captain  Barrett  and  the 
sergeant  of  the  guard,  and  the  three  of  them 
stood  under  the  break  of  the  poop,  near 
enough  for  me  to  overhear  them,  though  they 
could  not  see  me. 

Scarcely  had  the  bell  struck  when  a 
convict  in  irons  passed  out  of  the  main  hatch. 
Two  convict  warders  were  with  him  and  each, 
grasping  an  arm,  marched  him  to  that  sort  of 
sentry  box  which  I  have  before  described — 
a  contrivance  of  about  the  width  of  a  coffin 
and  a  trifle  longer  or  higher,  with  a  bucket 
hanging  from  a  bar  over  it.  The  convict 
struggled  angrily,  and  I  guessed  by  the  faces 
of  those  who  were  near  enough  for  me  to 
read  that  he  cursed  and  swore  very  vilely, 
but  only  now  and  then  did  I  catch  an  oath. 
A  man  stepped  forward  and  threw  open  the 
front  of  the  coffin-like  structure,  then  helped 
the  others  to  twist  the  prisoner  with  his  face 
looking  inboards,  and  when  they  had  put  him 
into  this  posture  they  thrust  him  backwards 
into  the  box  and  shut  him  up. 
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He  was  a  young  fellow  of  about  twenty- 
two,  with  the  wickedest  face  of  any  man's  in 
the  ship.  A  grinning,  wrinkled  seaman  stood 
beside  the  box  holding  the  rope  that  was 
attached  to  the  bucket.  Another  seaman 
was  near,  and  beside  him  were  four  or  five 
buckets  of  water. 

'He's  a  profane  rascal,  and  I  have  no 
hopes  of  him,'  I  heard  the  doctor  say. 

'  Why  not  flog  him  ?  '  said  Captain  Barrett. 

'  It  may  come  to  it,  but  I  trust  not.' 

Meanwhile  the  prisoner  in  the  box  was 
bawling  at  the  top  of  his  voice  and  doubtless 
using  horrid  language.  I  observed  that  the 
wrinkled,  grinning  seaman  watched  the  doctor, 
who,  after  a  few  minutes'  pause,  lifted  his 
hand  as  a  signal,  whereupon  the  sailor  pulled 
the  rope  and  tilted  the  bucket,  and  the  water 
fell  in  a  heavy  splash  upon  the  blaspheming 
youth  boxed  up  inside. 

Captain  Barrett  gave  a  great  laugh.  In- 
deed, a  noise  of  laughter  ran  through  the 
ship.  A  number  of  sailors,  who  had  gathered 
together  in  sundry  parts  to  witness  the 
spectacle,  seemed  to  find  much  to  be  pleased 
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with  in  it.  The  prisoners  within  the  inclosure 
grinned,  without  sound  of  merriment,  and  I 
thought  that  the  rascally  faces  amongst  them 
looked  the  rascallier  for  their  smiles.  The 
second  sailor  beside  the  box  filled  the  hanging 
bucket  afresh,  and  the  wrinkled  mariner 
continued  to  watch  the  doctor. 

'  That'll  have  extinguished  the  brimstone 
in  him  ! '  exclaimed  Captain  Barrett,  giving 
another  great  laugh.     '  Is  the  idea  yours  ?  ' 

'  No,'  answered  the  doctor.  '  I  took  the 
idea  from  a  female  convict  ship  which  I  went 
on  board  of  at  Sydney.' 

By  this  time  the  half-drowned  youth 
within  had  recovered  his  breath  and  was 
roaring  out  curses  again.  The  doctor  waited 
three  minutes  ;  then  signed.  The  wrinkled 
sailor  tilted  the  bucket,  and  the  coffined 
wretch  was  soused  for  the  second  time.  Once 
more  Captain  Barrett  laughed  loudly,  and  a 
rumble  of  laughter  came  from  the  seamen, 
who  hung  about  in  groups  forward.  I  had 
imagined  that  two  buckets  w^ould  have  done 
the  fellow's  business  for  him,  yet  in  five 
minutes  he  began  to  curse   and  swear  once 
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more,  whereupon  a  third  bucket  was  upset 
over  his  head.  This  proved  effectual.  No 
more  noise  proceeded  from  the  inside  of  the 
box.  The  doctor,  having  waited  some  time, 
spoke  to  Captain  Barrett,  who  crossed  to  the 
sentry  at  the  quarter-deck  barricade  gate  and 
dehvered  certain  instructions.  Shortly  after- 
ward, Mr.  Stiles  came  into  the  cuddy  and 
ordered  me  to  the  pantry.  I  afterwards 
heard  that  the  fellow  in  the  box  was  silent 
whilst  he  stood  in  it,  and  that  when  he  was 
let  out  and  taken  below  he  looked  tlie  most 
miserable,  soaked,  scowling,  shame-faced, 
shivering  wretch  that  was  ever  clothed  in 
felon's  garb. 
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CHAPTER  XXYI 

SHE   ATTENDS    CHUKCH    SEEVICE    AXD    WITNESSES 
A   TRAGEDY 

At  lunch  that  day  the  doctor  congratulated 
himself  warmly  upon  the  success  of  the 
ducking  punishment.  '  I  never  doubted,'  said 
he,  '  that  it  would  fail  in  the  case  of  female 
convicts.  Two  buckets  they  told  me  sufficed 
for  the  most  clamorous  of  the  foul-mouths. 
Bui  I  had  my  misgivings  as  to  its  efficacy 
with  male  prisoners.  I  am  satisfied.  The 
fellow  below  seems  to  have  been  soaked  into 
repentance.  I  spoke  to  him  in  the  prison  a 
little  while  since,  and  he  humbly  begged  my 
pardon  and  promised  never  to  use  another 
oath  again.' 

'  It's  a  goosefleshing  discipline,'  said  Cap- 
tain Barrett !  'but  they'll  make  a  joke  of  it 
in  the  tropics.' 
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'Is  this  box  arrangement  your  only 
punishment,  Ellice  ? '  said  the  subaltern. 

'  We  have  thin  water-gruel,'  answered  the 
doctor.  '  I  know  a  man  who  became  sincerely 
religious  after  two  days  of  thin  water-gruel. 
Then  there  are  the  irons  which  I  have  struck 
off,  with  or  without  the  addition  of  handcuffs. 
Then  there  is  the  prison.  Separation  works 
wholesomely.  Loneliness  is  good  physic  for 
the  felon  mind.  Finally,  there's  a  black-list, 
in  which  I  enter  the  offender's  name  for  sub- 
mission to  his  Excellency  the  Governor  at  the 
end  of  the  voyage.' 

The  subject  was  then  changed.  To  this 
brief  talk  I  listened  greedily,  forgetting  Will's 
hint  that  I  should  carry  a  deaf  face.  I  met 
the  doctor's  eyes,  but  my  duties  dismissed  me 
to  the  galley,  and  I  was  out  of  the  cuddy 
while  the  meal  lasted. 

That  afternoon,  whilst  I  was  rubbing  the 
shining  length  of  cuddy-table,  the  doctor 
came  from  his  cabin.  He  looked  at  me  a 
moment  or  two  and  then  approached.  There 
was  a  sort  of  kindness  in  his  manner  ;  he  even 
put  on  a  grave,  condescending  smile  when  he 
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addressed  me.  It  was  seldom  that  Doctor 
Russell-Ellice  smiled. 

'  I  am  glad  to  believe,'  said  he, '  that  I  was 
mistaken  in  you.  One  of  the  apprentices, 
who,  I  understand,  is  very  respectably  con- 
nected, has,  I  hear,  some  knowledge  of  you. 
But,  young  man,  you  should  have  chosen  any 
vessel  sooner  than  a  convict  ship  to  hide 
yourself  in.' 

I  cast  my  eyes  down. 

'  I  observe  that  you  take  a  great  interest 
in  all  conversation  that  relates  to  convicts.  I 
am  willing  to  beheve  you  honest.  You  will 
therefore  give  me,  truthfully,  your  reason  for 
the  interest  you  take  in  the  prisoners  ?  ' 

'  It  is  curiosity  more  than  interest,  sir. 
I  have  often  read  and  heard  about  convict 
ships.  I  cannot  help  feeling  curious  and 
listening  and  looking  about  me.' 

He  stared  at  me  searchingly  and  seemed 
satisfied.  But  I  noticed  with  some  alarm  that 
he  observed  my  face  with  unusual  attention, 
taking  the  lineaments,  so  to  speak,  one  by 
one.  He  then  glanced  down  me — afterwards 
let  his  eyes  rest   upon  my  hands,  and  all  this 
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in  silence  which  might  have  filled  an  interval 
of  nearly  a  minute. 

'  What's  your  age  ?  '  he  asked. 

This  was  forcing  my  hand  ;  but  then  I 
was  a  woman,  and  no  woman  is  expected  to 
tell  the  truth  when  she  is  asked  her  age. 

'  I  am  seventeen,  sir.' 

'  You  do  not  seem  to  have  been  ill-used,' 
said  he,  again  gravely  smiling.  '  A  plumper, 
healthier  young  fellow  I  never  met.  Wliat 
made  you  run  away  ?  ' 

'  I  wished  to  go  to  Hobart  Town.' 

'  Would  not  your  friends  have  equipped 
and  sent  you  out  respectably  had  you  made 
known  your  wishes  ?  ' 

'  My  stepfather  is  no  friend  of  mine,  sir,'  I 
answered. 

He  asked  me  what  I  meant  to  do  when  I 
arrived  in  Tasmania,  and  after  putting  many 
questions,  most  of  which  I  answered,  he  bade 
me  tell  him  what  my  religion  was,  in  what 
churches  I  worshipped,  and  then  began  to 
lecture  me  ;  indeed,  to  sermonise  me  as  though 
I  had  been  a  convict  under  him.  I  listened 
with  a  hung  head   and  composed  face,  but  I 
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could  not  draw  my  breath  freely  till  he  was 
gone,  for  all  the  time  he  addressed  me  his 
dark,  scrutinising  eyes  seemed  to  search  into 
my  very  conscience.  And  then  again  I  feared 
his  perception  as  a  medical  man. 

Next  day  was  Sunday.  The  captain  sent 
word  forward,  and  the  instructions  reached 
us  aft,  that  the  whole  of  the  ship's  company 
were  to  attend  Divine  service  on  the  poop  at 
ten  o'clock.  It  was  again  a  bright  and  beau- 
tiful day.  When  I  went  on  deck  in  the  early 
morning,  I  was  in  time  to  behold  a  most 
glorious  pink  and  silver  sunrise  ;  our  coppered 
forefoot  had  cloven  the  first  of  the  warm 
parallels,  and  already  the  flying- fish  were 
darting  from  the  froth  of  the  curl  of  the  low 
wave  ;  the  ship  was  heaped  with  gleaming 
spaces  of  canvas  to  her  trucks,  and  was 
leaning  over  to  the  pressure  of  the  cordial 
breath  of  the  north-east  trade-wind.  She  was 
sailing  fast ;  the  sea  was  smooth,  and  the 
spitting  of  the  narrow  band  of  passing  brine 
was  like  the  sound  of  satin  torn  by  the  hand  ; 
and    satin-like   was   the   long   gleam   of  the 

M   2 


i64  THE   CONVICT   SHIP 

water,  with    a    few   small     seabirds    swiftly 
winging  along  it  in  chase. 

The  routine,  I  observed,  was  the  same  as 
on  other  days.  The  convict  deck-washers, 
superintended  by  the  captains  of  deck,  helped 
the  watch  to  wash  down  as  usual ;  the  cooks 
were  admitted  past  the  sentry,  and  speedily  a 
cloud  of  black  smoke  was  blowing  from  the 
prisoners'  galley  chimney.  When  the  decks 
had  been  swabbed,  the  convicts  in  divisions 
were  turned  up  to  wash  themselves,  and  at 
eight  o'clock  they  went  to  breakfast. 

It  was  whilst  the  messmen  were  standing 
in  a  compact  row  beyond  the  main-hatch 
door  waiting  for  their  cans  of  cocoa,  that  I 
saw  Tom.  He  was  one  of  the  messmen.  I 
found  an  excuse  to  pass  him  thrice,  that  I 
might  greet  him  with  my  eyes  and  observe 
him.  I  saw  passion  and  grief  and  love  in  his 
face  when  our  gaze  met,  though  neither  of 
us  durst  venture  on  more  than  a  passing  look. 
It  half  broke  my  heart  that  I  should  be  so 
close  to  him  and  yet  unable  to  speak.  Whilst 
he  waited  with  the  rest  I  could,  indeed,  have 
made  shift  to  pass  him  a  fourth  time,  but  the 
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strain  was  so  terrible  that  I  feared  myself.  I 
felt  a  swelling  within  me  as  of  hysteria,  an 
ungovernable  madness  to  rush  to  him,  to 
fling  my  arms  about  his  neck,  to  hold  him  to 
me.  So  I  passed  into  the  cuddy,  and  a 
little  later  the  body  of  prisoners  went  below 
and,  saving  the  sentries,  the  inclosure  was 
empty. 

After  the  cuddy  breakfast  was  over,  whilst 
taking  some  dirty  dishes  forward,  I  met 
Will  near  the  galley.  He  said,  softly  :  '  I  was 
on  the  poop  watching  you  when  you  walked 
up  and  down  past  Butler  to  look  at  him. 
Old  woman,  these  are  risks  and  you  mustn't 
run  'm.  There  are  eyes  aboard  here  sharper 
than  that  chap's  bayonet.' 

'  I'll  run  no  risks,  and  all's  well  so  far, 
Will.' 

'  What  about  that  letter  you  were  teUing 
me  of?  I  dread  to  hear  of  your  attempting 
to  give  it  to  your  sweetheart.' 

I  looked  at  him  with  a  smile.  He  asked 
me  if  I  slept  comfortably,  if  his  clothes  fitted 
me,  if  I  had  seen  the  prisoner  boxed  up  and 
washed  down  yesterday,  and  so  on.     '  Youll 
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be  up  on  the  poop  for  prayers  at  four  bells,' 
said  he.  '  Lord  ! '  he  added,  bursting  into  a 
nervous  laugh.  '  To  think  of  only  two  in 
this  ship  knowing  what  you  are  !  To  think 
of  you,  a  young  man  as  habit  is  bringing  me 
to  fancy  you,  being  the  real  and  original 
Marian  of  the  milk  and  buttercup  holiday 
times  !  What  would  mother  say  to  see  you 
as  you  stand  here  now,  as  complete  a  shell- 
back to  the  eye  as  that  second  mate  there, 
with  a  big  basket  of  dirty  dishes  alongside  of 
you  lugged  all  the  way  from  the  cuddy  by 
your  own  little  hands  ?  And  all  for  love — 
all  for  love  !  By  glory  !  But  the  woman  that 
could  make  me  dress  up  as  a  girl  and  follow  her 
to  sea  in  a  convict  ship  would  have  to  sink 
down  straight  from  heaven.  This  earth 
couldn't  manufacture  her.'  He  rounded  on  his 
heel  and  went  off. 

Some  time  before  ten  o'clock  the  ship's 
bell  was  rung  ;  presently  Mr.  Balls's  silver 
pipe  sang  in  shrill  whistlings  through  the 
ship.  Mr.  Stiles  had  ordered  me  below  to 
'  clean  myself,'  as  he  called  it,  and  on  my 
return  I  followed  him  and  Frank  on  to  the 
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poop.  The  scene  was  one  of  extraordi- 
nary life  and  full  of  brilliant  colour.  I  never 
can  forget  that  picture  of  this  first  Sun- 
day morning  I  passed  on  board  a  convict 
ship. 

When  I  gained  the  poop,  the  ship  was 
crowded  with  people  in  motion.  The  whole 
of  the  crew,  in  such  clean  Sunday  clothes  as 
they  could  muster,  were  coming  aft.  The 
convicts,  in  a  seemingly  endless  procession, 
were  passing  through  the  door  of  the  hatch 
and  massing  themselves  behind  the  quarter- 
deck barricade  with  their  faces  aft.  The 
guard,  saving  the  sentries  on  duty,  were 
drawn  up  in  a  line  on  the  poop,  giving  an 
amazino^  bricrhtness  to  the  scene  with  their 
red  coats,  shakos,  and  sparkling  arms.  Their 
officers  were  in  full  dress,  and  the  doctor  in  o\i^  ■ 
the  uniform  of  a  surgeon  of  the  Eoyal  Navy,  't^^  -tv- 
The  commander  of  the  ship  stood  near  the  ^  ^'^^ 
doctor.  Behind  the  soldiers  were  women  and 
children.  Aft,  at  the  extremity  of  the  poop, 
his  figure  rising  and  falling  against  the  dim 
azure  over  the  stern,  stood  the  solitary  figure 
of  the  helmsman  grasping  the  wheel,  whose 


i68  THE   CONVICT   SHIP 

brass-work  flamed  in  the  sun,  and  abreast  of 
him  paced  the  second  ofl[icer,  who  had  charge 
of  the  ship.  The  sailors  came  tumbhng  up 
the  lee  poop-ladder,  and  soon  all  the  forward 
portion  of  this  raised  deck  was  crowded  with 
people. 

Such  a  sight  as  it  was !  But  I  beheld  a 
horror  in  the  beauty  of  it.  Oh,  the  very 
spirit  of  horror  itself  entered  the  beauty  of 
that  spectacle  of  shining  ship  and  radiant 
uniforms  and  glowing  sea  out  of  the  mass  of 
human  misery  and  sin  down  on  that  main- 
deck  there.  I  had  a  clear  view  of  the 
convicts.  I  ran  my  eye  over  the  line  of  faces 
whilst  I  sought  for  Tom,  and  my  very  heart 
shrank  within  me  at  sight  of  the  countenances 
my  gaze  briefly  settled  on.  Prejudice,  grief 
and  rage  may  have  made  me  flnd  the  villainous 
looks  of  numbers  more  villainous  than  they 
were.  I  viewed  them  as  my  sweetheart's 
associates,  as  ruffians  and  crime-laden  scoun- 
drels, into  whose  vile  company  my  honest, 
pure-minded  sailor,  my  innocent,  injured 
Tom,  had  been  thrust  to  toil  in  irons  with 
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them,  to  lie  at  night  with  them,  Hstening  to 
their  talk. 

The  solitary  occupant  of  the  forecastle  was 
the  sentry.  He  walked  the  deck  from  one 
rail  to  the  other,  sometimes  halting  to  survey 
the  scene.  The  doctor  stood  amidships  of  the 
break  of  the  poop  and  began  to  read  in  a  loud, 
firm,  but  slightly  nasal  voice  from  the  Book 
of  Common  Prayer.  Every  head  was  bared. 
The  convicts  gazed  intently  up  at  the  reader. 
There  was  a  pathos  in  the  wondering,  staring 
looks  of  many  of  them — a  something  of  child- 
ishness that  sat  strangely  on  their  faces,  as  if 
their  gross,  unlettered  ignorance  was  to  be 
astonished  and  pleased  by  the  cleverness  of  a 
man  who  read  without  difficulty,  as  though  he 
perfectly  understood  the  meaning  of  what  he 
delivered.  Barney  Abram  was  in  the  front 
rank  of  the  mass  of  men.  His  gaze  was  fixed 
on  the  doctor  ;  his  posture  was  one  of  humility. 
I  observed  that  he  occasionally  nodded  as 
though  in  appreciation  when  the  doctor  paused 
upon  a  passage  and  looked  at  the  convicts. 
Tom  was  behind.  I  saw  him  with  difficulty. 
The  least  movement  of  my  head  blotted  him 
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out  by  bringing  the  heads  of  men  in  front 
between  us. 

The  picture  was  memorably  impressive.  I 
have  it  now  bright  in  my  mind's  eye,  all  the 
hues  as  gay  as  the  shining  colours  in  the  silver 
plate  of  a  daguerreotype.  Nothing  disturbed 
the  stillness  upon  the  ship  but  the  voice  of  the 
doctor.  Yes,  you  heard  a  soft,  creaming  noise 
of  running  waters,  and  at  intervals  a  gentle 
flap  from  aloft,  and  sometimes  there  would 
break  in  a  homely  sound  from  the  live-stock 
forward.  Never  had  the  sea  looked  so  wide 
nor  our  ship  so  lovely.  The  feathering  billows 
ran  chasing  in  flashes  and  gleams  into  the 
south-west,  where  the  ocean  trembled  in  a 
dark  blue,  with  a  horizon  firm  as  though  ruled 
upon  the  delicate  azure  of  the  heavens.  South- 
east, under  the  sun,  it  was  all  blinding  splen- 
dour— sheer  dazzle  that  streamed  to  the  tall, 
leaning  weather  side  of  the  ship  and  broke 
from  the  bow  in  sudden  light  like  molten 
silver. 

When  the  doctor  had  recited  as  much  of 
the  Liturgy  as  he  thought  proper  to  deliver,  he 
paused  to  breathe  a  while  and  drink  from  a 
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glass  of  water  which  stood  at  his  feet.  He 
then  began  a  sermon.  He  was  in  the  midst  of 
his  discourse,  to  which  the  prisoners  appeared 
to  hsten  mth  close  attention,  Barney  Abram 
occasionally  nodding  in  approval  or  admiration 
as  before,  when  a  convict,  who  stood  close 
against  the  barricade  on  the  port-hand  side — 
I  mean  that  fore-and-aft  barricade  which 
formed  the  gangway  alley,  as  I  call  it — tossed 
up  his  arms  and  in  a  loud,  deep-chested, 
tragedy  voice  cried  out : 

*  I  could  tell  a  story 
Would  rouse  thy  lion-heart  out  of  its  den, 
And  make  it  rage  with  terrifying  fury.' 

The  doctor  stopped. 

'  Silence  there  I '  roared  a  voice. 

'  Who  was  that  ?  '  exclaimed  the  doctor. 

'  Thomas  Garth,  su','  responded  a  convict, 
standing  near  the  prisoner  who  had  broken 
out. 

The  doctor  stared  for  a  while  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  man  as  though  waiting  to  see  if 
this  extraordinary  offence  of  interruption 
would  be  repeated.  The  convict  was  clear 
within  my  view  ;  he  was  the  tall,  dark,  hand- 
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some  man  whom  I  supposed,  and,  indeed, 
rightly  supposed,  to  be  the  tragedian  that  one 
of  the  soldiers  had  told  me  was  amongst  the 
prisoners.  After  an  interval  of  two  or  three 
minutes,  all  remaining  quiet,  the  doctor  re- 
sumed ;  but  scarcely  had  he  pronounced  a 
dozen  words  when  I  saw  the  actor  throw  up 
his  right  arm,  and,  whilst  he  brandished  his 
left  fist,  making  the  strangest,  maddest  faces 
in  doing  so — and  at  this  moment  I  see  the 
lunatic  fire  in  his  eyes  as  he  rolled  them  along 
the  Hue  of  us  who  stood  at  the  break  of  the 
poop — he  burst  out : 

'  Oh,  dismal !     'Tis  not  to  be  borne  !     Ye  moralists  ! 
Ye  talkers  !     What  are  all  your  precepts  now  ? 
Patience  !  Distraction  !     Blast  the  tyrant,  blast  him  ! 
Avenging  lightnings,  snatch  him  hence,  ye  fiends  ! 
Nature  can  bear  no  more.' 

'  Seize  that  man  ! '  roared  the  doctor,  who 
seemed  instantly  to  understand  what  had  come 
to  the  unhappy  wretch. 

But  a  man  who  goes  on  a  sudden  raving- 
mad  is  not  very  easily  seized.  This  convict 
was  immensely  strong  ;  his  chest,  bulk,  and 
stature  were  assurance  of  that.  All  in  a 
moment  half  a  dozen  prisoners  were  rolHng 
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upon  the  deck,  beaten  down  by  the  madman's 
fists  and  elbows  as  though  they  had  been 
children.  With  agility  that  might  be  possible 
only  to  such  madness  as  was  in  him,  the  man 
sprang,  grasped  the  top  of  the  barricade,  and 
with  a  kick  of  his  feet  vaulted  into  the  gang- 
way between.  He  ran  a  few  yards  forward, 
sprang  upon  a  scuttle-butt  and  gained  the 
bulwarks,  on  which  he  stood  erect,  holdinfy 
by  nothing,  swaying  his  fine  figure  with  the 
movements  of  the  ship,  laughing  the  shocking 
laughter  of  madness  and  shaking  his  clenched 
fists  at  the  poop. 

'  Seize  him ! '  shrieked  the  doctor,  nearly 
throwing  me  as  he  rushed  to  the  poop  ladder. 

'  Come  down  ! '  roared  the  sentry  on  the 
forecastle,  and  the  bayonet  flashed  as  he  swept 
his  piece  from  his  shoulder  to  level  it. 

'  Quick,  or  he'll  be  overboard ! '  bawled 
Captain  Sutherland. 

The  swaying  figure  on  the  bulwark  rail 
roared  with  maniac  laughter. 

'Come  down,  or  I'll  fire!'  shouted  the 
forecastle  sentry. 

'  He's  mad  !     He's  mad  ! '  went  up  in  the 
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very  thunder  of  noise  from  the  mass  of  the 
convicts. 

It  was  then  that  I  heard  Captain  Barrett 
cry  to  the  sentry  not  to  fire  ;  but  the  man 
did  not  hear ;  he  stood  at  a  considerable  dis- 
tance from  the  poop,  and  the  roar  of  the  con- 
victs was  in  the  air  as  the  captain  shouted. 
The  soldier  fired.  I  screamed  with  the  voice 
of  a  woman  when  I  beheld  the  spit  of  the 
flame  and  the  blue  wreath  of  the  smoke. 

'  Oh,  Jesu  ! '  cried  the  convict.  He  turned 
slowly,  as  though  to  look  at  the  man  who  had 
shot  him,  and  fell  backward  into  the  sea. 

The  women  behind  the  line  of  guards 
shrieked,  and  some  of  them  fainted.  My 
knees  failed  me,  and  I  sank  down  in  the  hor- 
ror of  that  moment,  clutching  at  a  stanchion 
of  the  brass  rail.  Captain  Barrett  delivered 
an  order  swiftly  and  fiercely,  and  the  armed 
guard  came  with  a  hurried  tramp  to  the  brass 
rail,  the  outermost  one  on  the  left  thrusting 
me  with  his  foot  to  get  me  out  of  the  road. 
Sick  and  terrified  as  I  was,  my  wits  were  suf- 
ficiently collected  to  mark  an  ugly  movement 
among  the  prisoners,  an  indescribable  stir  of 
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figures,  quick  turnings  of  the  face  and  eyes, 
as  though  the  many-headed  beast  sniffed  blood 
and  saw  its  chance.  It  might  have  been  that 
they  were  enraged  by  the  slaying  of  the 
maniac,  yet  nothing  more  sinister,  nothing 
more  deeply  tragic  in  its  suggestions  than 
that  stir  of  agitation,  those  sudden,  ^vild,  eager 
looks  and  movements  of  the  head  could  be 
imagined. 

The  man  had  fallen  overboard  on  the 
weather  side  of  the  ship.  The  sailors  assem- 
bled on  the  poop  rushed  to  the  rail  when  the 
man  reeled  and  dropped  ;  they  shouted  as  they 
stood  looking  ;  the  captain  sped  to  the  grating 
abaft  the  wheel  and  gazed  astern  there,  calling 
to  know  if  anyone  saw  anything  of  the  man. 
Twenty  throats  were  bawhng  :  some  saw  him  ; 
some  said  he  had  gone  down  like  lead  ;  some 
that  he  had  been  shot  through  the  heart,  and 
that  there  would  be  nothing  to  pick  up. 
Meanwhile  the  ship  was  sweeping  swiftly  and 
smoothly  onward  ;  the  white  brine  spun  in 
sheets  past  the  quarters,  and  the  ridged  seas 
of  the  trade-wind  beat  their  plumes  of  snow 
into  showerings  of  spray  against  the  coppered 
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bends  of  the  heeling  vessel.  The  spread  of 
canvas  was  great — the  studding-sails  were  out 
besides.  The  seamen  would  have  needed  a 
clear  deck  to  bring  the  ship  to  the  wind,  and 
the  convicts  still  stood  massed,  covered  and 
overawed  by  the  soldiers  at  the  line  of  the 
break  of  the  poop — every  man  so  grasping 
his  musket  as  to  be  ready  to  take  aim  at  the 
word  of  command. 

The  time  was  wild  with  confusion  and 
terror ;  the  sailors  continued  to  shout  as  they 
looked  astern.  Some  of  the  children  were 
yelHng  loudly  with  fright  on  the  poop  ;  sharp, 
harsh  cries  resounded  from  the  main  deck, 
where  I  saw  the  doctor  thrusting  in  amongst 
the  convicts,  whilst  a  few  of  the  men  whom 
he  had  appointed  '  captains  '  appeared  to  be 
shoving  and  pushing  and  marshalhng  the  pri- 
soners so  as  to  form  them  into  some  sort  of 
marching  order  for  the  descent  of  the  main 
hatch. 

Captain  Sutherland  came  hastily  forward 
to  the  rail  and  looked  down  upon  the  convicts. 
He  then  shouted  to  his  chief  mate,  who  was 
standing  near  a  quarter-boat  to  windward. 
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'  Send  all  hands  forward,  Air.  Bates ! 
Send  all  hands  forward,  sir  !  There's  nothing 
to  be  done ! '  and  he  motioned  significantly 
toward  the  main-deck. 

And,  indeed,  until  the  convicts  were  all  in 
their  quarters  below,  nothing  was  to  have  been 
done,  for  the  seamen  must  have  gone  amongst 
them  to  haul  and  drag  upon  certain  of  the 
gear.  At  the  foot  of  the  mainmast,  for 
example,  were  belayed  many  ropes,  all  be- 
longing to  the  vast  spread  of  sail  stretching 
on  high  overhead,  and  this  mast  stood  within 
the  barricades.  What  might  have  happened 
had  the  sailors  rushed  in  amongst  the  convicts 
to  bring  the  ship  to  the  wind  .^ 

Captain  Sutherland  stood  pale  and  still 
at  the  head  of  the  poop  ladder  ;  the  ship's 
company  were  streaming  forward  through  the 
gangway  galley,  and  when  I  quitted  the  poop 
in  the  tail  of  the  procession  of  women  and 
children,  the  captain,  the  officers,  and  the  line 
of  soldiers,  who  stood  in  a  posture  to  instantly 
cover  the  convicts,  alone  remained  on  that 
deck. 

I  stood  in  the  recess  along  with  Frank  and 
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some  of  the  soldiers'  wives,  waiting  to  see  what 
was  going  to  happen  within  the  barricades. 
One  of  the  convicts  had  been  killed  or  stunned 
by  the  maniac,  and  lay  as  motionless  as  a  log. 
The  sentinel  who  had  shot  the  man  trudged 
the  forecastle  with  frequent  looks  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  main-deck,  as  though  prepared  at 
any  instant  for  a  call  to  level  his  piece  afresh. 
The  women  near  me  jabbered  incessantly,  and 
every  tongue  wagged  in  defence  of  Murphy, 
as  they  called  the  soldier. 

'  God  pity  me  ! '  exclaimed  Frank,  looking 
at  the  woman.  '  But  it  vhas  murder  to  shoot 
a  madman.' 

'  Mind  your  own  business ! '  cried  one  of 
the  women,  angrily.  '  It's  the  duty  of  a  sol- 
dier to  obey  orders,  and  the  orders  of  a  sentry 
are  to  shoot  down  any  convict  who  gets  over 
the  barricade  and  attempts  to  leave  the  ship. 
So  there  ! '  she  cried  spitefully.  I  believe  she 
was  Murphy's  wife.  '  How  w^as  the  sentry  to 
know  he  was  mad  ?  If  a  soldier  don't  obey 
orders  he  stands  to  be  shot  himself.  So 
there.' 

'  It  vhas  murder,'  said  Frank,  and,  smiting 


SHE  WITNESSES   A  TRAGEDY  179 

his  thigh,  he  cried,  '  she  makes  my  blood 
boil.' 

'  If  you  calls  it  murder  again,'  said  another 
of  the  women, '  I'll  speak  to  the  sergeant,  and 
he  shall  talk  to  you.  You're  a  low  German 
fellow,  and  us  soldiers'  wives  are  not  to  be  in- 
sulted by  the  likes  of  you.' 

'  So  there !  '  cried  the  woman  who  had 
just  spoken,  spitting  the  words  at  the  young 
fellow. 

Meanwhile  sharp  orders  were  being  deli- 
vered within  the  barricade.  I  took  my  chance 
of  being  reprimanded  from  the  poop  and  went 
a  little  way  along  the  alley,  and  saw  all  the 
convicts  still  massed,  but  in  motion ;  they 
were  descending  the  hatch,  but  one  at  a  time, 
for  there  was  room  for  no  more.  The  body 
of  the  fellow  who  had  been  stunned  was  held 
by  four  of  the  prisoners.  The  doctor  stood 
alone  and  apart  within  the  inclosure,  looking 
at  the  men  as  they  swarmed  slowly  toward  the 
main  hatch,  filtering  to  their  quarters.  He 
was  white,  but  stern  and  collected.  Some- 
times he  spoke,  pointing  or  moving  his  hand 
as  though  to  insist  on  more  order.     He  seemed 
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a  fearless  figure,  and  thougli  I  disliked  him,  I 
could  not  but  admire  him.  There  were  scores, 
perhaps,  amongst  those  felons  who  would  have 
made  no  more  of  felling  him  and  kicking 
out  his  brains  than  of  dashing  an  egg  to  the 
deck. 

I  did  not  see  Tom,  so  I  went  back  to  the 
recess,  and  just  then  an  apprentice  struck  six 
bells.  Ten  minutes  later,  every  convict  was 
below  and  the  main-deck  clear  ;  but  T  observed 
that  when  the  guard  came  off  the  poop  one  of 
the  soldiers  passed  through  the  quarter-deck 
gate  to  double  the  sentry  at  the  main  hatch, 
and  I  heard  another  tell  one  of  the  women, 
as  he  went  below  to  the  barracks,  that  he  was 
to  do  duty  as  second  sentry  at  the  prison-door 
of  the  steerage  bulkhead. 
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CHAPTER   XXVII 

SHE    LISTENS    TO    A    COXTERSATIOX 

All  the  time  I  was  in  the  cuddy  that  day, 
whilst  the  captain  and  officers  lunched,  I  kept 
my  ears  open,  supposing  that  the  talk  would 
wholly  concern  the  dreadful,  tragic  incident 
of  the  morning.  But  no  man  said  a  word  on 
the  subject.  Perhaps  they  had  talked  it  out 
before  they  came  to  the  table,  or  perhaps  they 
would  not  speak  of  it  before  me  and  the  other 
stewards.  I  was  greatly  disappointed.  I 
wanted  to  hear  that  the  sentry  had  exceeded  liis 
instructions  and  was  lo  be  severely  punished. 
It  was  horrible  that  a  man  should  be  empow- 
ered to  shoot  down  a  fellow-creature  as  the 
sentry  shot  down  the  poor  mad  actor.  I  had 
hoped  that  Captain  Sutherland,  whose  heart 
was  a  British  sailor's,  would  ask  the  doctor 
and  the  officers  why  a  sentry  should  be  in- 
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structed  to  fire  at  a  man  for  no  worse  crime 
than  scaling  a  barricade  and  climbing  on  to 
the  bulwarks  of  the  ship.  To  kill  a  man  for 
so  behaving  might  be  all  very  well  in  harbour, 
where  a  convict  could  contrive  to  swim 
ashore.  But  what  dream  of  liberty  could 
visit  an  unhappy  wretch  in  mid- ocean,  unless 
it  were  the  freedom  that  death  provides? 
And  why  should  a  convict  be  shot  for  attempt- 
ing suicide?  Out  of  mercy,  that  his  blood 
might  be  upon  the  head  of  another  instead  of 
on  his  own  ? 

The  cool  chatter  of  the  officers  upon  light, 
frivolous  topics  filled  me  with  wrath.  I 
wanted  to  hear  them  talk  of  the  shooting  of 
the  madman.  But  nothing  was  said.  No 
reference  was  made  to  that  strange,  threaten- 
ing stir  which  had  been  visible  amongst  the 
convicts,  like  the  passing  of  a  sudden  dark- 
ness over  a  waving  field  of  grain.  The  doctor 
was  very  stern.  He  ate  little  and  talked 
seldom.  Only  once  did  I  catch  the  least 
allusion  to  that  morning's  bloody  business.  I 
was  coming  up  from  the  pantry  with  some 
glasses,   when    I   heard   Captain    Sutherland 
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say,  '  By-the-by,  how  is  tlie  man  that  was 
knocked  down  P ' 

'  All  right  again,'  answered  the  doctor. 

'  He  lay  like  a  corpse,'  said  the  cap- 
tain. 

'  He  was  stunned,'  said  the  doctor.  And 
then  Captain  Barrett  spoke,  and  the  subject 
was  changed. 

I  went  forward  that  night  after  dark,  when 
my  work  was  done,  knowing  it  was  Will's 
watch  below,  and  wishful  for  a  chat  with  him. 
He  lay,  smoking,  upon  a  chest  in  liis  cabin, 
and  an  apprentice  swung  overhead  in  a  ham- 
mock, with  one  leg  dangling  down.  I  coidd 
not  converse  before  that  fellow  up  there, 
tliough  nothing  would  have  been  thought  had 
I  entered  and  sat  down  beside  Will,  for  it  was 
gone  about  that  he  knew  me  through  his  father 
having  had  mine  for  a  chent. 

He  saw  me  by  the  light  of  the  slush  lamp 
that  sootily  burned  against  the  bulkhead  near 
the  door,  nodded,  and,  filling  his  pipe  afresh, 
lighted  it  and  lounged  out.  We  leaned  against 
the  ship's  galley  to  leeward,  where  all  was 
quiet. 
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'  What  have  you  to  tell  me  about  this 
morning's  fearful  job  ?  '  said  I. 

'  A  sweet  experience  for  you,  my  honey,' 
said  he.  '  See  what's  to  be  learned  by  stowing 
oneself  away  in  a  convict  ship.' 

'  What  will  they  do  to  the  soldier  who 
killed  the  man  ?  ' 

'  Do  to  him  ?  Give  him  a  stripe  to  wear 
on  his  arm  when  they  get  ashore.' 

'  It  was  a  brutal  murder ! '  I  exclaimed, 

'You  say  that  because  your  sympathies 
are  below.  Duty's  no  murder.  Tlie  man 
obeyed  orders,  and  very  right  orders  they  are. 
Let  me  tell  you,  my  daisy,  there's  a  very  con- 
siderable slice  of  hell  stowed  away  under 
hatches  in  this  ship  ;  and  if  it  wasn't  for  the 
guffies,  there'd  be  such  a  blaze  as  'ud  make 
you,  for  one,  wish  Stepney  Avere  closer  aboard 
than  it  is.' 

'  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,'  said  I,  '  that 
twenty  soldiers  in  command  of  half  a  man 
and  a  puppy  can  keep  two  hundred  and  thirty 
desperate,  fearless,  crime-hardened  ruffians 
under  ? ' 

'  Two  hundred  and  thirty !     That  figure 
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counts  Butler  as  one  of  the  beauties,  eh  ?  '  said 
he,  laughing.  '  But  I  ansvrer  yes :  twenty 
soldiers  can  do  it,  backed,  of  course,  by  our 
machinery  of  barricades,  manholes,  and  the 
rest  of  it,  not  to  mention  a  moral  influence 
that  counts  more  usefully  than  a  great  gun 
loaded  chock-a-block  with  scissors  and  thumb- 
screws.' 

*  If  those  convicts  had  found  a  leader  to- 
day,' said  I,  '  they  would  have  seized  the  ship.' 

He  turned  his  head  about  in  the  gloom  to 
see  if  anybody  was  near. 

'  Seize  the  ship  I '  he  exclaimed  with  a 
Httle  snort  of  contempt.  '  With  a  file  of  soldiers 
splendidly  placed  ready  to  fire  amongst  the 
devils  as  fast  as  they  could  load  !  With  three 
sentries  in  addition  to  help  !  With  oflScers 
and  a  crew  ready  to  support  the  soldiers ! 
But,  hang  me,'  said  he,  with  a  change  of  voice 
and  peering  close  into  my  face  to  catch  a  sight 
of  me,  '  if  I  don't  think  you're  sorry  the  ship 
wasn't  seized  ! ' 

'  I  wish  you  didn't  excuse  the  diabolical 
murder.  I'd  shoot  that  sentry  with  my  own 
hand    for   kilhng  a  poor,  unhappy  madman 
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goaded  into  insanity,  for  all  you  know,  by  an 
unjust  sentence.  It  miglit  have  been  Tom. 
Suppose  Tom's  heart  broke  and  his  mind  went  ? 
A  soldier  would  shoot  him  ! ' 

'  D'ye  know  you  hiss  when  you  talk  ? 
I  used  to  like  your  spirit,  but  love  is 
making  a  tigress  of  you.  You  make  a  fellow 
afraid  ?  ' 

But  I  had  not  come  to  talk  with  him  to  do 
that.  I  wanted  news,  and  he  had  none  ;  and 
I  had  no  idea  of  scaring  or  disgusting  the  dear 
lad  by  causing  liim  to  fancy  that  my  sympa- 
thies were  with  the  felons  under  hatches  when 
I  had  a  heart  but  for  one  man  only  in  the 
whole  world.  Will  was  just  the  sort  of  lad  to 
betray  me  that  I  might  not  come  to  harm  or 
harm  others  ;  so,  after  laughing  at  his  likening 
me  to  a  tigress,  I  talked  of  Stepney  and  his 
father's  house  near  the  Tower,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  the  pair  of  us  were  happy  in  old,  kind, 
gentle  memories. 

He  grew  a  little  inquisitive  presently,  how- 
ever, and  asked  me  some  questions. 

'  Have  you  thought  of  what  you  mean  to 
do  when  you  arrive  at  Hobart  Town  ?  ' 
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'  I  shall  be  guided  entirely  by  what  is  done 
with  Tom,'  I  answered. 

'  Shall  you  settle  in  Tasmania  ?  ' 

'  Somewhere  in  that  part  of  the  world,'  I 
said.  '  Once  a  convict,  always  a  convict.  I 
know  Tom  and  his  proud  heart ;  if  his  in- 
nocence could  be  established  on  his  arrival 
and  liberty  given  to  him,  he'd  not  return 
home.  He  hates  England — I'll  swear  it.  And 
I  hate  home  for  his  sake.' 

'  You'll  sell  your  house  in  Stepney,  I 
suppose  ! ' 

'  Yes,  I  may  do  that.  Tliere's  much  I 
may  do.  I  shall  be  guided  by  what  befalls 
Tom.  I  have  money  enough  to  establish  our- 
selves in  comfort.  We  shall  want  for  nothing 
in  our  new  home.' 

'  Maybe  I  shall  turn  squatter,  myself,' 
said  Will.  '  There's  a  big  thing  to  be  done 
in  wool.  But  give  me  New  South  Wales.  I 
wish  they  had  sent  Butler  there.  What's 
become  of  the  Arab  Chief,  I  wonder  ?  And 
does  he  lose  all  the  money  he  invested  in 
her  ?  ' 

'  No,'  said  I. 
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Here  some  seamen  came  and  lolled  alono^- 
side  of  us  ;  we  could  talk  no  more,  so  I  went 
aft. 

All  next  day  the  doctor  was  full  of  busi- 
ness. I  heard  him  tell  the  captain  at  the 
breakfast-table  what  the  routine  was  to  be  : 
at  half-past  eight  prayers  and  a  portion  of 
the  Scriptures  were  to  be  read  to  the  prisoners 
in  divisions,  some  below,  some  on  deck,  as 
the  weather  might  permit ;  then  schools  were 
to  be  formed,  but  this  could  not  be  done 
until  the  doctor  had  ascertained  the  ability  of 
the  prisoners  to  read — he  needed  time  to  put 
a  book  into  each  man's  hand  to  test  him. 
Every  school  would  consist  of  nine  or  ten 
pupils  ;  schoolmasters  would  be  selected  from 
the  best  educated  of  the  convicts.  School 
would  be  held  morning  and  afternoon  ;  after 
supper,  at  four  o'clock,  the  doctor  would 
regularly  deliver  a  lecture  on  any  subject 
likely  to  improve  and  enlighten  his  hearers. 

You'll  suppose  he  was  a  busy  man.  In- 
deed !  he  had  a  hundred  things  to  see  to. 
Besides  the  schools,  the  lectures  and  the  like, 
exercise  had  to  be  arranged  for,  the  washing 
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of  linen,  airing  of  bedding  and  so  forth. 
Then  there  was  the  hospital  to  visit,  trouble- 
some convicts  to  examine  and  punish,  a 
journal  to  write  up,  and  I  know  not  what 
besides.  This,  the  first  Monday  of  fine  weather 
and  freedom  of  irons,  was  spent  by  him  in 
planning  the  convict  routine  for  the  voyage. 
I  collected  from  his  talk  at  the  table  that  the 
prisoners  were  very  quiet,  and  looking  forward 
with  interest  to  the  educational  work  he  was 
cutting  out  for  them.  He  told  Captain 
Sutherland  he  had  addressed  them  below  very 
seriously  on  the  Sunday  morning's  tragic 
business  ;  in  fact  at  lunch  he  spoke  out 
without  reserve. 

'  I  was  impressed,'  said  he,  '  by  the 
thoughtful  looks  of  many  of  the  unhappy 
people  when  I  bade  them  accept  the  death 
of  the  poor,  miserable  man  Garth  as  an  awful 
warning — not  in  respect  of  discipline,  not  in 
respect  of  the  penalty  that  attaches  to  insub- 
ordination, but  in  regard  to  their  souls' 
health.'  And  then  he  occupied  ten  minutes 
in  repeating  what  he  had  said  to  the  convicts. 
Lieutenant    Chimmo    hemmed    and    tried   to 
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break  through  the  dull  prosing ;  but  the 
doctor  loved  his  own  eloquence  too  well  to 
let  his  companions  off  a  single  sentence 
that  he  could  recollect.  '  I  believe,' 
said  he,  '  that  there  is  some  good  in  that 
man  Barney  Abram,  after  all.  I  observed 
that  he  was  very  attentive  at  Divine  service 
yesterday.' 

'  But  he  is  not  of  your  persuasion,  surely  ?  ' 
said  Captain  Sutherland. 

'  He's  of  the  persuasion  of  them  all,' 
answered  the  doctor. 

'  The  persuasion  that  has  the  devil  for 
high  priest,  eh,  Ellice  ? '  said  Captain  Bar- 
rett. 

'  That's  so,'  said  the  doctor.  '  Barney 
Abram  is  a  man  I  should  be  proud  and  thank- 
ful to  bring  over.  He  was  a  very  bad  lot  at 
home.  This  ship  might  not  hold  all  the 
wretches  he  has  tempted  and  ruined.  Yet  I 
seemed  to  find  an  expression  of  contrition  in 
the  fellow's  face,  a  softening  look  as  though 
he  might  not  prove  so  inaccessible  as  I  had 
feared.  He  asked  leave  to  speak  to  me  before 
I  came  up  from  below  this  morning,  and  I 
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was  gratified  to  understand  that  his  object 
was  to  thank  me  for  the  remarks  I  had 
offered  to  the  prisoners  on  the  subject  of  the 
sudden  appalhng  death  of  Garth.' 

Captain  Barrett  burst  into  one  of  his 
great  laughs,  for  which  he  apologised  by 
saying  that  he  was  thinking  of  a  story  he  had 
heard  of  Barney  ;  it  was  not  fit  to  repeat, 
however. 

'  Then,  sir,'  said  the  doctor,  sternly,  •  we'll 
not  trouble  you  for  it.' 

'  Whisper,'  said  the  subaltern,  side-long, 
to  his  brother-officer. 

'  Have  you  given  the  prize-fighter  any 
sort  of  appointment,  doctor.^'  said  Captain 
Sutherland. 

•  Xot  yet.  I  have  my  eye  on  him.  His 
immense  strength  will  make  him  usefuL 
He  may  end  as  my  first  captain.  Had  he 
stood  near  the  madman,  the  poor  fellow 
would  now  be  ahve.  Abram  is,  perhaps,  the 
only  man  in  the  sliip  who  could  have  grasped 
and  held  him. 

He  then  talked  of  his  schools.  His  head 
was    full  of  the  thing.     I   learned,    through 
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listening,  that  the  Admiralty  instructions  pro- 
vided for  the  establishment  of  schools  and 
religious  teaching. 

After  the  doctor  had  made  all  his  arrange- 
ments on  this  Monday,  nothing  happened  of 
any  consequence  that  I  can  recall  for  some  time. 
We  carried  a  strong  north-east  trade-wind, 
and  we  drove  along  by  day  and  by  night, 
with  foam  sometimes  lifting  to  the  cathead. 
There  was  scarcely  need  to  handle  a  rope,  so 
fresh  and  steady  was  the  trade-wind,  with  its 
wool- white  clouds  scattering  like  sheep  down 
the  sky  and  the  horizon  bright  and  hard  and 
blue  in  the  windy  distance.  At  times  I 
caught  siglit  of  Tom.  The  intervals  were 
wide,  and  I  never  found  an  opportunity  to 
breathe  so  much  as  a  syllable  of  love  to  him. 
And  this  was  very  well.  It  was  enough  that 
he  knew  I  was  on  board,  and  that  we  were 
able  sometimes  to  see  each  other.  I  never 
attempted  to  write  a  second  letter.  The  risk  of 
delivering  it  was  too  great,  and  I  was  resolved 
to  run  no  risks,  lest  some  act  that  would  add 
nothing  to  Tom's  happiness  nor  mine  should 
betray   me   and    extinguish   my   hopes,  nay, 
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slay  my  chance  of  reaching  Tasmania  with 
him  in  the  same  ship. 

Sometimes  I  feared  my  sex  was  dimly 
suspected,  but  mainly  my  mind  was  at  rest 
on  that  score.  The  persons  I  was  afraid  of 
were  the  two  military  men  and  the  German 
steward.  The  idea  of  my  being  a  woman,  I 
am  sure,  never  entered  the  doctor's  mind. 
Had  he  entertained  the  least  suspicion,  he 
was  just  the  man  to  settle  it  out  of  hand  by 
sending  me  down  among  the  soldiers'  wives 
to  be  examined.  And  yet,  when  I  peeped  at 
myself  in  one  of  the  long  cuddy  mirrors,  I'd 
wonder  at  the  success  of  my  masquerade.  I 
repeat  here  that  I  was  a  very  fine  figure  of  a 
woman.  In  none  of  the  points  which  are 
admirable  in  the  equipment  of  the  best  shaped 
of  my  sex  was  I  lacking.  Yet  it  is  certain 
that  my  impersonation  was  perfect,  and  that, 
if  I  except  the  three  men  I  have  named,  there 
was  not  a  man  in  the  ship  who  by  looks  or 
speech  caused  me  the  least  anxiety. 

However,  to  provide  against  the  reasons 
of  my  being  on  board  becoming  known, 
should  detection  of  my  sex  happen  unexpect- 
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eclly,  I  sought  out  Will  one  evening,  and  had 
a  long,  earnest  chat  with  him.  I  put  it  to 
him  thus : 

'  You  are  supposed  to  know  me  ;  that  is 
to  say,  you  are  supposed  to  know  that  I  am 
the  son  of  a  man  who  was  a  client  of  your 
father.  Suddenly  I  am  discovered  to  be  a 
girl.  The  captain  sends  for  you,  and  you  are 
challenged  in  the  presence  of  the  doctor. 
What  will  you  say  ?  ' 

'  That's  where  it  is,'  said  he.  '  Make  one 
false  step,  and  ten  to  one  if  you  re  not 
presently  up  to  your  neck.' 

He  scratched  his  head  and  mused,  staring 
at  me.  I  would  not  help  him.  I  wished  to 
test  the  quality  of  his  wits  in  case  he  should 
be  challenged  as  I  have  said.  After  a  bit,  he 
exclaimed  : 

'  I  should  disown  all  knowledge  of  you.' 

'  That's  good,'  said  I. 

'  I'd  say  you  told  me  your  name  was 
Simon  Marlowe  and  that  your  father  was  a 
client  of  my  father's.  I  should  tell  no  lie  by 
owning  I  believed  the  story,  because,  you  see, 
uncle   was    a  client  of  the  dad's.     Well,'  he 
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went  on,  '  I  should  tell  tliem  that  now  you 
proved  to  be  a  girl,  you  weren't  the  young 
fellow  I  took  you  for,  and  I  should  call  you  a 
liar  and  disown  all  knowledge  of  you.' 

'  And  in  saying  so  you'd  be  strictly  speak- 
ing the  truth,  so  far  as  Simon  Marlowe  is 
concerned,'  said  I,  rejoiced  to  find  him  so 
ready.  '  You'll  disown  me.  You'll  call  me 
a  liar.  You'll  know  nothing  whatever  about 
me.  That'll  be  the  programme.  Will,  should 
you  be  called  upon.' 

We  stood  discussing  the  matter  some 
time,  and  then  separated,  but  I  was  mightily 
glad  to  have  had  this  talk  with  him. 
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CHAPTEE   XXVIII 

SHE    OVERHEARS   TWO   SAILORS   TALKING 

For  many  days  we  met  with  very  beautiful 
weather,  and  every  day  the  sun  grew  hotter 
and  hotter.  The  moon  enlarged  and  became 
a  full  moon,  and  the  prospect  of  the  dark 
blue  night,  with  the  moon  shining  higher  in 
the  heavens  than  ever  I  had  seen  her  shine, 
and  the  stars  in  multitudes  of  brilliants 
trembling  in  a  very  sheet  of  silver  down  to 
the  vague,  obscure  line  of  the  horizon,  was 
glorious  and  wonderful.  Often  on  those  fine 
nights,  instead  of  going  to  bed,  I'd  creep  to 
the  forecastle,  where  nobody  walked  but  the 
sentry  and  a  seaman  on  the  look-out.  There 
I  would  overhang  the  head  rail  and  gaze 
down  at  the  star-white  foam  as  it  spread  out 
with  a  soft,  boiling  noise  from  the  steady, 
shearing  thrust  of  the  cutwater.  The  sea 
was  full  of  fire  and  many  strange  shapes  of 
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dim,  greenish  flame  swept  past  in  the  black 
water  as  I  looked.  The  moonhght  lay  upon 
the  sails  and  they  rose  stirless  as  carvings  in 
marble.  The  stars  ghttered  like  jewels  in  the 
dark  arches  under  the  sails  and  twinkled 
gem-like  along  the  black  lines  of  the  yards, 
and  danced  like  the  mystic  fire  of  the  corpo- 
sant beyond  the  trucks  to  the  swaying  of  the 
fragile  points  of  masthead. 

Oh,  it  was  at  such  times  as  these  that  I 
longed  for  Tom  I  What  happiness,  I  would 
think,  to  have  his  hand  in  mine  ;  to  be  stand- 
ing here  at  his  side,  gazing  up  with  him  at 
the  moon-whitened  canvas,  or  watching  the 
sea-fire  leaping  in  sparks  amidst  the  rushing 
froth  on  either  hand  I  He  had  talked  once  of 
my  going  a  voyage  with  him.  He  had  talked, 
too,  of  his  carrying  me  to  sea  when  we  were 
married.  I  could  understand  what  I  had  lost 
when  I  stood  lonely  on  that  dark  forecastle 
watching  the  yearning  breasts  of  canvas  lean- 
ing from  the  wind  and  thinking  of  the  home 
that  was  low  down  behind  the  sea.  My  heart 
beat  with  passion  when,  on  these  lovely  moon- 
light nights,  sweet  with  the  strong   blowing 
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of  the  trade  wind,  I'd  think  of  my  dear  one 
locked  up  in  the  'tvveendecks  below — impri- 
soned with  the  rest  of  them  since  half-past  six, 
to  emerge  from  the  pestilential  atmosphere  at 
daybreak — for  what  ? 

Whilst  I  thus  thought,  I'd  clench  my 
liands  in  the  agony  of  my  mind  till  the  nails 
were  driven  into  the  palms  of  them. 

But  everything  went  along  very  quietly. 
Tables  were  knocked  together,  and  schools 
held  on  deck  in  the  inclosure  ;  that  is,  a  pro- 
portion of  the  schools.  There  was  not  room 
for  all,  and  the  convict  classes  alternated 
between  the  'tweendecks  and  the  main-deck. 
The  doctor  speedily  found  out  that  Tom  was 
one  of  the  best  educated  of  the  prisoners,  and 
set  him  to  help  in  teaching  the  many  wretches 
who  knew  not  their  alphabet.  But  it  rarely 
happened,  as  I  have  said,  that  I  saw  my 
sweetheart.  Either  I  was  at  work  in  the 
cuddy  when  he  was  on  deck,  or  he  was  below, 
or  the  schools  broken  up  when  I  might  have 
found  leisure  to  watch  him. 

I  often  speculated  upon  the  histories  of 
the  many  convicts — chose  a  face  and  mused 
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upou  it.  ^ly  conviction — nay,  my  kacoyiedge 
— that  Tom  was  as  innocent  as  I  of  the  crime 
for  which  he  was  being  transported  made  me 
think  that  there  might  be  others  as  cruiltless 
as  he  ;  and  this  sort  of  fancy  or  sympathy 
often  raised  a  passion  of  pity  in  me  as  I'd 
stand  staring  at  a  convict,  striving  to  fetch 
his  hfe-story  out  of  his  face,  though,  for  all  I 
knew,  the  man  I  watched  might  have  been 
one  of  the  very  worst  scoundrels  in  the  ship. 

What  affected  me  most  was  the  guessing 
that  lots  of  them  must  have  left  wives  and 
mothers,  children  and  dear  ones  behind.  I 
had  heard  the  doctor  say  that  not  above  one 
out  of  every  one  hundred  convicts  ever 
returned  home,  so  that,  unless  the  parents  or 
the  wives  of  the  poor,  miserable  felons  followed 
them,  they  would  be  as  completely  sundered 
from  home  ties  as  though  they  had  been  sen- 
tenced to  the  gallows  instead  of  to  the  hulks 
and  transport.  ]\ry  eyes  would  moisten  some- 
times in  thus  thinking  whilst  I  watched  a 
prisoner  in  some  hour  of  leisure,  fancying  a 
past  for  him.  Once  I  saw  this  :  Two  children 
belonging  to  the  soldiers  had  strayed  into  the 
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gangway  alley  and  were  playing  there.  I 
observed  a  convict,  a  middle-aged  man,  watch- 
ing them.  A  sudden  spasm  contorted  his 
face.  He  jerked  down  his  hand  in  a  snapping 
way,  in  some  instant  anguish  of  memory,  as 
though  he  cast  something  from  him,  and 
turned  his  head  and  moved  a  few  paces,  then 
raised  his  cuff  to  his  eye,  with  a  look-round 
afterward  to  see  if  he  was  noticed. 

One  evening  I  went  forward,  meaning  to 
get  upon  the  forecastle  to  breathe  the  air.  It 
was  hot  in  the  recess.  Some  women  were 
seated  round  the  booby-hatch,  and  the  noise 
of  the  children  vexed  the  mood  I  was  then  in. 
It  was  toward  the  close  of  the  second  dog- 
watch and  dark.  I  saw  some  figures  on  the 
forecastle,  and  learnt  by  the  voices  that  Mr. 
Stiles,  Mr.  Balls,  and  the  sailmaker  were  of 
them.  Therefore,  that  I  might  be  private, 
meaning  to  breathe  in  solitude  upon  the  fore- 
castle later  on,  I  went  round  to  the  lee  side  of 
the  galley,  the  door  of  which  was  closed,  and 
stood  there,  looking  at  the  dark  sea  above 
the  line  of  the  bulwark  rail,  for  the  ship  was 
heeling  over  somewhat  sharply  this  night. 
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Though  the  noise  of  the  pouring  and 
foaming  brine  rose  shrill  and  strong,  other 
sounds  were  very  plainly  to  be  heard.  For 
instance,  I  often  caught  what  they  said  upon 
the  forecastle,  though  the  speakers  were  at  a 
distance.  The  main-deck  was  empty.  A  few 
figures  moved  about  the  poop.  Presently 
two  sailors  stationed  themselves  against  the 
foremost  end  of  the  galley,  round  the  corner, 
so  to  say,  facing  the  lofty  pillar  of  the  fore- 
mast. I  smelt  the  fumes  of  their  coarse  to- 
bacco. They  could  not  see  me  nor  I  them  ; 
but  what  they  said  was  as  distinct  as  though 
they  stood  alongside  of  me,  spite  of  their 
speaking  in  subdued  voices.  I  knew  not  w^ho 
they  were,  but  guessed  them  to  be  two  fore- 
castle hands. 

'  I  had  a  yarn  along  with  Bob  this  morn- 
ing,' said  one  of  them.  '  Them  gallus  sentries 
are  made  up  of  eyes.  Fust  time  I've  been 
able  to  speak  to  him.' 

'  What's  he  lagged  for  ?  '  said  the  other 
man. 

'  Buzzlement.  I  knew  it  'ud  happen.  He 
grew  too  confident  and  was  ate  up  with  pride. 
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He  might  be  helping  himself  now,  theayters 
and  dancin'  kens  as  often  as  you  like,  lush  to 
swim  in  and  quids  for  his  piece.  But  the 
gallus  fool  must  grow  greedy ;  he  takes  too 
big  a  handful,  and  now  he's  outward-bound. 
But  twelve  bob  a  week  and  find  himself !  A 
covey  with  Bob's  tastes,  too,  mind  ye,  and  one 
of  your  gallus  high-flyers  to  rig  out.  But  he 
says  he  ain't  sorry  it's  over.  He  never  felt 
comfortable.  His  piece  was  always  a-scolding 
and  threatening  to  split  if  the  swag  warn't 
forthcoming ;  and,  blow  me,  she  stumped 
him,  after  all,  for  split  she  did,  but  not  afore 
she'd  got  another  cully,  in  tow,  unbeknown  to 
Bob,  you  take  your  oath.' 

'  I  heard  JMicky  Yolkins,'  said  the  other, 
'  a- telling  Bill  Flanders  that  he  squeezed  in  a 
yarn  with  his  old  chum  when  they  was  wash- 
ing down.  They  scrubbed  side  by  side. 
Micky  says  the  old  chum's  glad  to  be  going 
abroad.  The  shore-work  took  it  out  of  him, 
but  the  hulk  gave  satisfaction.  The  feeding 
was  beef,  soup,  mutton,  spuds,  bread,  porridge, 
and  treacle.  I  recollect  the  boiling.  If  a 
man's  sick,   they  put  him  on   sheep's   head. 
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eggs,  soft  puddens,  tea  and  butter,  along  with 
brandy  and  wine,  which  they  sarve  out  by 
the  hounce.  Is  that  sailors'  fare  ?  Strike  my 
eyes  if  it  ain't  good  enough  to  go  into  irons 
for!' 

'  There's  only  one  sailor-man  among  'em, 
Bob  was  a-saying,'  said  the  first  sailor. 

'  Who's  he  ?  ' 

'Didn't  hear  his  name.  Lagged  for 
scutthng  a  vessel.  Gallus  good  job  if  the 
old  man  tried  it  on  with  this  ship.  Every- 
thing's blooming  wrong.  All  the  work  comes 
upon  a  few.  What's  good  goes  below ; 
what's  stinking's  sent  for'ard.  Well,  I  never 
shipped  expecting  to  see  Bob,  and  I'm  game 
to  swap  places,  if  they'll  consent.  Look 
what's  done  for  'em  !  Prayer-meetin's,  eddi- 
cation  up  to  the  knocker,  a  doctor  to  physic 
'em!  If  a  man  growls,  he's  spoke  to  as  a 
man.  One  of  the  convicts  complained  to  the 
doctor  of  the  cooking.  The  gent  snified  and 
tasted,  said  the  man  was  right  and  wigged  the 
gallus  cook.  Let  e'er  a  one  of  us  lay  aft,  and 
what's  a-goin  to  happen  ?  ' 

The  conversation  was  at  this  point  inter- 
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rupted  by  the  second  sailor  beginning  to 
sneeze.  He  sneezed  at  least  twenty  times 
with  a  great  roaring  noise.  Mr.  Balls  came 
to  the  edge  of  the  forecastle  and  cried  down  : 
'  Withered  if  there  ain't  a  grampus  jumped 
aboard  ! '  The  fit  of  sneezing  passed,  and  the 
fellow  lighted  his  pipe  afresh,  and  the  men 
resumed  their  conversation. 

'  It's  gallus  queer,'  said  the  first  speaker, 
*  that  there  should  be  only  one  sailor  among 
'em.' 

'  One  navigator,  perhaps,'  said  the  other. 

'  Well,  that  may  be.  I  wish  they  was  all 
ships'  captains  for  my  part — skippers  and 
mates.  I'm  gallus  glad  whenever  I  hear  a 
skipper's  lagged.  But  they're  too  leary, 
bully.'  Ha,  ha !  They  knows  how  to  keep 
to  wind'ard,  scrape  and  go  as  it  often  is.' 

'  What's  the  coveys  made  up  of?  '  said  the 
second  speaker. 

'  I  asked  Bob  that.  ''  All  sorts,"  said  he. 
"  One's  a  parson."  '  Here  both  sailors  laughed 
loudly.  'A  harbour  missionary,  lagged  for 
fishing  through  the  slit  in  the  mission  box.' 
Both  men  laughed  loudly  again.    '  You'll  know 
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him,  maty,  by  singling  out  the  cove  as  carries 
his  hands  as  though  he  wore  long  thread 
gloves.     Bob  told  me  to  twig  him  by  that.' 

'  Only  one  sea  captain  ?  '  said  the  second 
speaker.  '  It  must  be  the  next  ship,  then, 
that's  a-brinorinR  of  them  out  ?  ' 

Eight  bells  at  this  moment  were  struck ; 
the  boatswain  sent  some  thrilhng  message 
through  the  ship  with  his  pipe ;  and,  umvil- 
ling  that  the  two  speakers  should  know  that 
I  had  been  a  listener,  I  went  softly  round  the 
galley  and  made  my  way  aft. 

The  reference  to  Tom  in  this  conversation 
had  struck  me  as  strange.  The  men  un- 
doubtedly meant  Tom  when  they  spoke  of 
one  of  the  convicts  as  the  only  sea-captain 
amongst  the  prisoners.  How  should  that  be 
known  ?  The  doctor  was  doubtless  acquainted 
with  the  felons'  antecedents,  but  he  never 
talked  and  rarely  answered  questions.  The 
convicts,  then,  had  made  the  discovery 
amongst  themselves ;  this  I  thought  extra- 
ordinary. Tom  might  have  admitted  his 
calling  to  the  fellows  who  shared  his  sleeping 
berth,  to  the  prisoners  who  formed  the  mess 
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he  was  in ;  but  how  should  it  be  known  to 
two  hundred  and  twenty-nine  convicts  that 
the  two  hundred  and  thirtieth  was  the 
only  sea-captain  amongst  them  ?  Perhaps  I 
mistook ;  a  few  had  learned  Tom's  calling, 
and  one  of  those  few  had  talked  with  the 
sailor  whose  conversation  with  his  mate  I  had 
listened  to. 

I  did  not  give  the  matter  much  thought ; 
I  should  have  given  it  much  less  thought  had 
not  Tom  been  the  man  the  sailors  referred  to. 
That  some  of  the  sailors  should  have  found 
friends  amongst  the  prisoners  was  quite  in 
keeping  with  the  looks  of  a  few  of  the  crew. 
I  had  often  thought  that  were  the  forecastle 
hands  to  shift  clothes  with  the  malefactors, 
they  would  make  wickeder-looking  convicts 
than  the  bulk  of  the  prisoners. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX 

SHE    IS   ALARMED    BY   WHAT   IS   SAID    BY   THE 
OFFICERS 

The  convict  ship  Childe  Harold  drove  steadily 
down  the  North  Atlantic  with  the  trade-wind, 
and  then,  losing  those  prosperous  gales  some- 
thing north  of  the  Equator,  crept  stealthily 
through  a  wide,  white,  gleaming  zone  of 
calms,  blurred  with  fainting  catspaws  as  a 
mirror  is  dimmed  by  the  breath.  No  inci- 
dent of  any  sort  broke  the  profound  monotony 
of  the  routine  of  shipboard  life.  Captain 
Barrett  and  the  subaltern  killed  the  time  by 
firing  at  a  mark  with  pistols,  by  cards,  chess, 
deck  quoits,  fishing  for  sharks,  and  the  like. 
Their  duties  were  trifling.  The  sergeant  of 
the  guard  seemed  to  do  all  the  work.  The 
discipline  of  the  sea  had  the  regularity  of  the 
tick  of  a  clock.  Sights  were  punctually 
taken,  the  log  hove,  the  watch  relieved — so  it 
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went  on.  The  crew  came  and  went  to  the 
sound  of  Balls's  pipe  or  to  the  warning  voice 
of  the  officer  of  the  watch. 

I  was  now  looking  very  close  into  the  sea 
life,  and  was  of  opinion  that  it  was  a  sicken- 
ing, tedious  calling.  The  atmosphere  of 
romance  which  had  coloured  my  early 
thoughts  of  it,  got  from  my  father's  and  his 
friends'  merry  or  wild  or  exciting  yarns,  had 
perished  out  of  my  mind  long  before  we  were 
up  with  the  Equator,  as  the  term  is.  The 
captain  was  burdened  with  enormous  respon- 
sibilities. The  safety  of  a  large,  valuable 
ship  freighted  with  human  lives  was  depen- 
dent upon  him,  and  his  pay  was  perhaps  less 
than  the  wages  of  a  head-waiter  of  a  City 
tavern.  The  mates  were  at  the  mercy  of  the 
captain,  who  could  break  them  if  he  chose, 
send  them  forward  to  do  common  sailor's 
work  and  ruin  them.  They  lived  without 
friendship.  One  was  superior  to  the  other. 
The  captain  addressed  them  only  on  matters 
of  ship  work,  and  talked  familiarly  with 
nobody  but  the  doctor  and  mihtary  officers. 
There  were  three  mates.     Two  of  them  led 
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lives  as  lonely  as  the  ship's  figure-head ;  the 
third,  who  was  a  person  of  no  consequence, 
would  carry  his  pipe  into  the  boatswain's 
or  apprentices'  berth,  and  so  kill  time  for 
himself. 

I  had  not  guessed  that  this  was  the  life  of 
the  deep  when  I  used  to  listen  to  the  ocean 
talk  of  my  father's  friends  at  Stepney  or  view 
the  ships  in  the  Thames,  and  create  a  fairy 
sea  with  rich  skies  and  spicy  breezes  for  them 
to  sail  over.  It  was  my  acquaintance,  how- 
ever, with  the  forecastle  side  of  the  life  that 
completely  ruined  my  idealism.  I  could  not 
wonder  that  sailors  should  be  the  mutinous 
and  growling  dogs  they  are  represented  when 
I  peeped  into  the  forecastle  and  smelt  the 
smells  and  blinked  at  the  gloom  and  beheld 
the  damp  and  the  dirt,  the  half-clad  figures 
of  men  who  had  shipped  without  a  shift  of 
clothes  and  whose  wage  would  not  bring 
them  within  hail  of  the  slop-chest ;  when  I 
saw  the  lumps  of  green  pork  or  blue  and  iron 
beef  carried  from  the  galley  into  the  forecastle 
along  with  the  slush-thick  peasoup  or  the 
dingy,  bolster-hard  dufi*  at  which  any  famished 
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mongrel  of  the   London   streets   might   hic- 


cough. 


'  Is  it  the  same  everywhere  at  sea  ? '  I 
once  asked  Will. 

'  No,'  he  answered,  '  the  crew  are  well  fed 
and  well  treated  aboard  ns — comparatively 
speaking,'  he  added,  with  a  grin. 

'  And  do  you  like  the  Hfe  ?  '  said  I. 

'  The  country  must  have  sailors,  young 
woman  ? ' 

'  I  would  rather  be  a  convict,'  said  I. 

'  Yet  it  was  not  always  thus,  you  know, 
my  pretty  Mary  Jane,'  he  exclaimed,  singing. 
'When  Butler  was  a  sailor  you  nailed  your 
heart  to  the  foremast;  now  he's  a  convict 
you  want  to  clank  it  through  life,  eh  ? ' 

'It  was  not  always  thus,  Mary  Jane, 
because  I  had  never  been  to  sea.  I  read  in 
books  and  listened  to  talk  and  painted  on 
clouds.  Now  I  am  at  sea.  I  have  watched 
the  life  and  swear  that  I  would  rather  take 
a  convict's  discipline  along  with  a  convict's 
chances  than  be  a  foremast  hand.' 

My  work  was  light,  and  this  was  a  won- 
derful mercy,  seeing  that  I  had  been  made  a 


ALARMED  BY  WHAT  IS  SAID  BY  OFFICERS    211 

cuddy-servant  without  anybody  knowing  I 
was  a  crirl.  I  washed  crlasses,  fetched  and 
carried  dishes,  cleaned  knives  and  plate  and 
so  on.  This  w^as  no  more  than  housemaid's 
work,  down  even  to  the  scrubbingr  of  the 
deck,  which  was  the  same  as  washing  the 
floor  of  a  room.  Added  to  this,  I  slept  alone 
in  a  comfortable  cabin  and  had  all  such  con- 
veniences as  a  young  woman  who  masque- 
rades as  a  boy  could  need. 

I  was  nearly  of  Will's  height,  and  his 
clothes  fitted  me,  and  when  the  weather  orrew 
very  hot  I  wore  his  flannel  shirts,  serge  jacket 
buttoned  up  to  conceal  my  figure,  and  white 
drill  trousers.  I  also  got  him  to  buy  me  a 
new  grass  hat  from  one  of  the  sailors,  and 
thus  attired,  I  looked  the  smartest,  sauciest 
young  fellow  that  ever  stepped  the  decks  of  a 
ship.  The  captain  and  the  mates  knew  how 
I  came  by  the  clothes  I  wore,  and  asked  no 
questions. 

The  Woolwich  apparel  remained  in  tlie 
upper  bunk.  Long  before  this  I  had  opened 
it  and  inspected  the  contents,  and  found  every 
article  as  I  had   packed  it.     It  was   a  very 
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large  bundle  ;  it  contained  my  hat  and  bodice 
and  skirt  and  the  under-linen  and  shoes  I 
had  removed  when  I  dressed  myself  as  a 
boy. 

Meanwhile  the  doctor  was  highly  satisfied 
with  the  progress  the  convict  school-classes 
were  making.  He  would  come  to  the  table 
and  rub  his  hands  and  declare,  with  one  of 
his  grave  smiles,  that  since  such  and  such  a 
date  So-and-so — and  here,  perhaps,  he  would 
give  the  initials  of  a  convict  or  quote  several 
examples  by  their  initials  only — had  got  tlie 
Lord's  Prayer  by  heart  and  was  beginning 
to  pronouitee  words  of  two  and  even  three 
syllables.  I  am  sure  he  was  a  benevolent, 
good,  pious  man,  but  repulsive  to  my  sympa- 
thies by  sternness  and  officialism  and,  perhaps, 
by  the  thought  that  Tom  was  under  him,  in 
his  power,  of  no  more  account  than  the  rest 
of  the  prisoners,  many  of  whom  were  being 
transported  for  vile  and  some  for  diabolical 
crimes. 

I'd  keep  my  ears  open  to  hear  if  he  spoke 
of  Tom  ;  but  he  never  uttered  my  sweetheart's 
name  nor  indicated  him  by  any  fashion  of  his 
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own.  Strange  to  relate,  one  of  his  favourites 
was  now  the  prizefighter  Barney  Abram.  It 
puzzled  nie  to  imagine  by  what  acts  this  man 
Abram  had  succeeded  in  gaining  the  doc- 
tors good  opinion  and  confidence.  Certainly 
durincr  service  no  man  was  so  attentive  as  the 
prizefighter.  I  see  him  now  with  his  head 
slightly  on  one  side,  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
doctor  with  an  expression  of  half-complacent 
admiration,  as  though  what  he  heard  was  not 
only  doing  him  good  but  amazing  him  with 
the  beauty  and  eloquence  with  which  it  was 
delivered.  Then  I  gathered  that  Barney  was 
very  zealous  in  the  school-work.  I  remember 
the  doctor  telling  Captain  Barrett  that  the 
tears  stood  in  the  prizefighter's  eyes  whilst  he 
expressed  his  gratitude  for  the  opportunities 
provided  by  the  discipline  of  the  convict  ship 
for  improving  his  understanding  and  qualifying 
him  to  think  and  reason  as  a  rational,  respon- 
sible being.  Captain  Barrett  looked  silently 
at  the  doctor  through  his  eye-glass  ;  but  im- 
mediately the  doctor  had  quitted  the  table 
the  captain  turned  to  Lieutenant  Chimmo  and 
spoke   in   a  low  voice,   and   then  they   both 
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laughed  wildly.  Indeed,  the  subaltern  beat 
upon  the  table  as  though  he  would  suffocate. 

I  remember  again,  one  afternoon,  that  1 
was  sent  with  a  tray  of  seltzer  and  glasses  to 
the  poop.  The  commander  of  the  ship  was 
seated  in  company  with  the  doctor  and  the 
two  military  men.  An  awning  was  stretched 
overhead,  and  its  shadow  w^as  pleasant  with 
the  breath  of  a  small  breeze  off  the  beam,  and 
it  danced  with  a  strange  pulsing  of  lights  from 
the  diamond  twinkhng  of  the  brilliant  blue  sea. 

We  had  by  this  time  crossed  the  Equator  ; 
I  believe  our  latitude  was  about  three  degrees 
south.  Sentries  paced  the  fore  part  of  the 
poop  as  usual ;  the  sentry  forward  sheltered 
himself  in  the  gloom  of  the  corner  of  sail ; 
a  few  convicts  were  lounging  in  a  lifeless 
manner  betwixt  the  barricades.  Tom  was 
one  of  the  convicts.  He  sat  at  the  foot  of  the 
main-mast  in  the  shadow  of  it  with  his  elbows 
on  his  knees,  his  brows  betwixt  his  clenched 
lists,  his  head  hanging  down,  his  eyes  rooted 
to  the  deck,  his  whole  posture  extraordinary 
w^ith  its  suggestion  of  that  sort  of  grief  which 
turns  a  man  into  stone. 
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Captain  Sutherland  and  the  others  sat 
near  the  foremost  skylight  that  stood  but  a 
short  distance  from  the  break  of  the  poop. 
The  captain  told  me  to  put  the  tray  down  on 
the  skyhght  and  fetch  a  bottle  of  brandy.  1 
returned  with  the  brandy  and  a  corkscrew, 
when,  just  as  I  was  about  to  draw  the  cork, 
the  doctor  hfted  his  hand,  and  with  an  odd 
pleased  look,  bade  me  stand  still  and  make  no 
noise.  Tlien  it  was  that  I  heard  a  sound  of 
singing ;  the  melody  was  a  hymn,  but  I 
cannot  give  it  a  name  ;  I  have  since  believed 
it  was  the  air  of  a  well-known  hymn  sung  to 
words  which  were  written  by  some  convict 
converted  into  an  honest  man  by  the  doctor 
during  a  previous  voyage. 

I  judged  by  the  volume  of  sound  that 
about  ten  men  sang  ;  they  sat  under  the  hatch 
where  the  gratings  made  a  frame  hke  a  bird- 
cage, otherwise  we  should  not  have  heard 
them.  They  sang  well,  in  good  time,  and  one 
deep  voice  was  noticeable  for  its  manner  of 
working  into  the  singing  in  a  harmonising 
way  as  though  the  fellow  knew  music. 

Captain  Barrett  asked  a  question. 
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'  Hush,  I  beg  of  you,'  said  the  doctor, 
with  a  face  of  grave  satisfaction. 

No  one  could  have  hstened  to  the  voice  of 
the  finest  Itahan  opera- singer  of  the  day  with 
more  rehsh  and  ardent  attention  than  the 
doctor  to  the  chanting  of  the  convicts. 

The  singing  ceased.  I  stood  at  a  Httle 
distance,  with  the  brandy  and  the  corkscrew, 
waiting  to  be  told  to  draw  the  cork. 

'  Whose  was  that  deep  voice  ? '  said  Captain 
Barrett. 

'  Barney  Abrani's,'  answered  the  doctor. 

'  Was  it  a  Christian  hymn  they  sang  ?  ' 
asked  Captain  Barrett. 

'  Certainly,'  responded  the  doctor.  '  Do 
you  suppose  that  I  would  allow  any  other 
sort  of  hymn  to  be  sung  in  this  ship  ? ' 

'What's  Barney's  creed?'  said  the  sub- 
altern. *^f^    "^  t^«C    ^-CvJL  •wVvj       *"    tM^>Jk.uJ^*^ 

'  He's  coming  right,'  answered  the  doctor, 
severely.  And  then  turning  to  Captain  Suther- 
land, he  exclaimed :  '  I  know  you  take  an 
interest  in  these  matters.  You  will  be  grati- 
fied to  learn  that  Abram  expressed  a  wish 
yesterday  to  be  received  into  our  Church. 


ALARMED  BY  WHAT  IS  SAID  BY  OFFICERS    217 

'  Indeed  ! '  said  Captain  Sutherland. 

'  That  could  only  be  done  by  a  bishop  or 
a  clergyman,  I  suppose  ? '  said  the  subaltern. 

The  doctor,  without  answering,  left  the 
poop,  walked  to  the  main  hatch  and  addressed 
some  words  to  the  men  at  the  bottom  of  it. 

'  What's  your  opinion  of  Barney's  con- 
version ?  '  said  Captain  Sutherland  to  Captain 
Barrett. 

'  My  opinion  is,'  answeied  the  other,  '  that 
I  shall  give  instructions  for  the  sentries  to 
keep  an  extra  sharp  eye  upon  him.' 

'  Now  the  hymn's  over,  suppose  we  get 
that  cork  drawn  ?  '  said  the  subaltern. 

I  started  on  the  captain  of  the  ship  turn- 
ing to  look  at  me.  My  eyes  had  been  fastened 
upon  Tom,  who,  on  the  doctor  approaching 
the  hatchway,  had  risen  and  gone  to  the  rail, 
and  stood  there  looking  out  to  sea.  The 
convicts  came  up  in  divisions  to  breathe  the 
air.  It  was  so  burning  hot  that  the  doctor 
had  stopped  the  walking  exercise.  Tom's 
division  happened  to  be  up,  and  my  eyes  were 
rooted  to  his  pale  face  as  he  stood  looking 
over  the  rail  into  the  dim  blue  distance,  when 


2i8  THE    CONVICT   SHIP 

I  was  startled  by  Captain  Sutherland  turning 
upon  me. 

'  Draw  that  cork,'  said  he  ;  'I  had  for- 
gotten you.'  And  he  said  to  Lieutenant 
Chimmo,  but  he  did  not  mean  that  I  should 
hear  him :  '  Do  you  observe  that  this  lad  is 
always  at  one's  elbow  when  the  convicts  are 
under  discussion  ? ' 

This  speech  brought  some  colour  into  my 
face  ;  I  was  sensible  that  I  blushed  and  was 
deeply  vexed  that  I  did  so.  All  three  watclied 
me  draw  the  cork  out  of  the  brandy  bottle.  I 
poured  brandy  into  the  tumblers  and  filled 
them  up  with  foaming  seltzer  and  handed  the 
draughts  to  the  gentlemen.  Captain  Barrett 
looked  me  hard  in  the  face  when  I  handed 
him  his  tumbler.  My  fears  made  me  find 
detection  in  his  stare  ;  I  thought  to  myself  in 
his  heart  this  man  has  found  out  that  I  am  a 
woman. 

I  went  toward  the  companion  hatch  to 
re-enter  the  cuddy ;  Lieutenant  Chimmo  said 
loudly,  as  though  indifferent  whether  I  heard 
or  not :  '  What  a  devilish  good-looking  chap 
he  is  !     He  blushes  like  a  crirl.' 
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'  There's  a  mystery  about  the  youngster,' 
said  Captam  Barrett.     '  He  puzzles  me.' 

I  did  not  catch  what  the  captain  let  fall, 
but  feelinor  alarmed  and  ea^er  to  know  if 
more  was  said,  I  ran  hastily  down  the  com- 
panion steps  and  posted  myself  under  the 
open  foremost  skyhght. 

'  What  makes  you  think  so  ?  '  I  heard 
Lieutenant  Chimmo  say. 

'  He  seems  too  stoutly  built  for  a  lad,' 
answered  Captain  Barrett. 

'  I've  met  young  fellows  more  girlish- 
looking  than  that  lad,'  exclaimed  Captain 
Sutherland.  '  The  apprentice,  Johnstone,  I 
understand,  knows  all  about  him.  Johnstone 
is  of  respectable  stock.  His  father  is  a  solici- 
tor near  the  Tower  ;  I've  never  done  business 
with  him,  but  he  has  helped  many  a  poor 
gentleman  of  the  jacket  out  of  difficulties.' 

The  subaltern  spoke  of  several  effeminate 
officers  whom  he  had  met  with  in  various 
places.  He  mentioned  one  Captain  Dawson, 
who,  he  said,  was  called  Pretty  PoUy.  He 
wore  his  hair  parted  down  the  middle  ;  it  was 
a  rich  auburn  and  waved,  and  the  fellows  of 
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his  regiment  tried  to  persuade  him  to  let  it 
grow  to  see  to  what  length  it  would  descend. 
He  had  no  liair  except  eyebrows  and  eye- 
lashes upon  his  face ;  his  complexion  was 
amazingly  delicate,  much  more  so  than  young 
Marlowe's.  He  blushed  readily  ;  his  voice 
was  a  contralto,  and  when  he  sang  you 
thought  you  were  listening  to  a  woman. 

This  reminded  Captain  Barrett  of  a  girlish- 
looking  cornet  named  Sheridan.  Then  Cap- 
tain Sutherland  furnished  an  instance  of  a 
singularly  effeminate  second  mate  ;  after  which, 
amid  frequent  sippings  of  brandy  and  seltzer 
and  puffing  of  paper  cigars,  the  conversation 
went  again  to  Barney  Abram,  thence  to  other 
matters  ;  whereupon,  satisfied  that  they  had 
done  with  the  topic  of  girhsh-looking  boys,  I 
went  to  the  pantry,  breathing  a  little  more 
freely,  though  still  somewhat  uneasy,  for  I  was 
afraid  of  the  meaning  I  had  found  in  the  stare 
that  Captain  Barrett  had  regarded  me  with. 
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CHAPTER  XXX 

SHE    CONVERSES    WITH   HER    SWEETHEART 

The  utmost  I  dared  hope  was  that  my  sex 
would  remain  concealed  until  we  had  rounded 
the  Cape  of  Good  Hope.  When  once  our 
ship  had  entered  the  great  Southern  Ocean, 
there  would  be  no  more  land  to  touch  at 
until  Hobart  Town  was  reached.  Often  at 
home,  whilst  thinking  of  Tom  and  resolving 
to  follow  him,  had  I  studied  the  map  of  the 
world — or  rather  those  portions  of  the  globe 
which  a  ship  traversed  in  her  passage  from 
the  Thames  to  Tasmania ;  and  I  knew  that 
there  was  no  land  betwixt  Agullias  and  the 
great  Xew-Holland  continent,  saving  two  little 
islands,  one  called  St.  Paul's  and  the  other 
Amsterdam  Island,  the  latter  of  which  it  was 
then  customary  (I  had  read  or  been  told)  for 
ships  to  sight  to  verify  theii'  reckonings.  But 
it  was  a  desert  island,  not  such  an  island  as 
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the  doctor  would  set  me  ashore  on  ;  so  that 
after  we  should  round  the  Cape  I  had  no  fear 
of  being  landed  ;  nor  was  it  very  conceivable 
that  the  doctor,  however  suspicious  he  might 
prove,  would  think  it  needful  to  tranship  me 
should  an  opportunity  occur,  seeing  that  our 
destination  would  not  then  be  very  remote, 
with  the  proper  machinery  for  inquiry  at 
hand  there  should  the  doctor  or  Captain 
Sutherland  think  proper  to  charge  me. 

I  was  relieved,  however,  by  finding  that, 
during  the  remainder  of  that  day,  Captain 
Barrett  took  no  further  notice  of  me.  The 
heat  was  very  great.  The  doctor  said  it  was 
like  a  furnace  in  the  'tweendecks,  and  that 
some  of  the  convicts  who  were  sick  in  the 
hospital  were  suffering  fearfully.  Tlie  heels 
of  three  or  four  wind-sails  penetrated  the 
hatches,  but  the  air  blew  small  and  fiery  hot, 
and  the  gushing  of  it  down  tliose  canvas 
pipes  made  no  sensible  difference  in  the  fever 
of  the  atmosphere  of  the  'tweendecks,  filled 
with  the  breath  and  the  heat  of  the  bodies  of 
the  two  hundred  and  thirty  convicts. 

At  dinner  in  the  cuddy,  on  the  afternoon 
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of  the  third  day,  dating  from  the  incident  of 
the  singing  of  the  hymn  in  the  hatch,  the 
captain  spoke  of  a  partial  ecKpse  of  the  moon 
that  was  to  happen  that  evening  at  about 
nine  o'clock.  I  stood  behind  the  captain's 
chair  when  this  was  said,  for  I  must  tell  you 
that  I  now  regularly  waited  at  table,  though 
Frank  was  above  me,  and  I  had  to  do  work 
which  Mr.  Stiles  would  not  have  put  the 
young  German  to. 

The  doctor  hfted  his  head  from  the  soup- 
plate  which  he  overhung  and  exclaimed  :  '  A 
partial  eclipse  of  the  moon  ?  That  will  be  an 
interestincf  siofht ! ' 

Captain  Barrett  and  the  subaltern  asked 
several  questions  about  this  eclipse.  The 
conversation  flowed  on.  I  fetched  a  second 
or  third  course  from  the  galley,  and  whilst 
the  captain  carved,  the  doctor,  looking  at  him, 
said :  '  I  have  a  great  mind  to  allow  the 
convicts,  in  divisions,  to  witness  this  echpse. 
The  spectacle  might  produce  a  very  salutary 
effect  upon  the  minds  of  many.  The  lone- 
liness of  the  ocean,  the  sight  of  the  familiar 
face  of  the  moon  being  slowly  darkened — it 
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will  provide  me  with  a  fine  subject  for  our 
address  to-morrow,  and  the  prisoners  will  be 
more  likely  to  benefit  from  my  discourse  by 
having  beheld  the  echpse.  You  are  sure,  sir, 
that  the  hour  is  nine  ? ' 

'  About  nine.  I  will  presently  let  you 
know  for  certain,'  answered  the  captain. 

'  We  should  require  the  guard  drawn  up 
on  the  poop,'  said  the  doctor. 

'  Give  your  orders,  EUice,'  said  Captain 
Barrett. 

'The  soldiers  and  the  women  will  enjoy 
the  sight,'  said  the  doctor ;  '  it  is  insufierably 
hot  in  the  prison.  These  occasional  indul- 
gences often  do  much  good.' 

'  How  long  does  the  eclipse  last  ? '  asked 
the  subaltern. 

'  I  beheve  the  disk  is  less  than  a  quarter 
obscured,'  replied  the  captain. 

'  That  should  give  time  for  each  division 
to  take  a  peep,'  exclaimed  Captain  Barrett. 

Here  I  was  sent  into  the  pantry,  and  lost 
what  followed.  I  gathered,  however,  on  my 
return,  from  what  the  doctor  and  the  others 
let  fall,  that  the  matter  was  settled,  and  that 
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tlie  convicts  in  divisions,  the  guard  being 
under  arms  on  the  poop,  were  to  be  brought 
up  on  deck  to  view  the  partial  ecHpse  of  the 
moon. 

Dinner  was  over  in  the  cuddy  by  seven. 
The  captain  and  mihtary  officers  went  on  to 
the  poop  to  smoke,  and  I  carried  coffee  to 
them  whilst  Frank  waited  upon  Mr.  Bates 
and  his  brother  mate.  The  doctor,  who  did 
not  smoke,  and  who  drank  his  wine  well 
watered,  descended  the  booby-hatch  to  ac- 
quaint the  prisoners  with  his  intentions,  and 
to  make  the  necessary  arrangements.  It  was 
a  true  tropic  night,  splendid  and  silent. 
Often  do  I  recall  that  night,  and  always  with 
a  bitter  sense  of  the  blindness  of  the  human 
mind,  of  our  incapacity  to  see  one  minute 
ahead  of  us.  The  moon  at  this  hour  was 
rising,  and  the  lunar  dawn  lay  in  a  streak  of 
dim  red  along  the  eastern  seaboard.  I  do 
not  remember  the  hour  ;  it  was  not  yet  eight 
bells ;  in  the  west  was  a  fast-waning  flush, 
for  we  floated  in  a  part  of  the  ocean  where 
tlie  nicfht  crosses  the  sea  in  a  stride.     Not  a 
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breatli  of  air  !  The  waters  stretched  flat  as  a 
surface  of  pohshed  ebony,  and  only  at  inter- 
vals there  ran  a  sighing  sort  of  movement 
over  the  sea,  which  sent  a  delicate  stir 
through  the  canvas,  and  set  the  dew  raining 
from  aloft  in  httle  pattering  showers.  In  the 
south  there  was  much  hghtning ;  the  leap  of 
the  violet  sparks  flashed  up  the  battlements 
and  ragged  brows  of  a  mass  of  electric  cloud. 
The  water  reflected  the  play,  and  sometimes 
a  httle  note  of  distant  thunder  came  humming 
across  the  glass-smooth  surface.  Elsewhere 
under  the  brightest  of  the  stars  hung  tremu- 
lous wakes  of  silver  fire. 

Even  now,  early  as  it  was,  the  mighty 
shadow  of  the  ocean  night  was  majestic  and 
awful  with  the  wild,  flashful  colouring  of 
lightning  in  the  south,  and  the  dustlike  mul- 
titude of  stars  over  the  three  glooming  spires 
of  our  ship,  and  the  rising  moon  rusty-red 
and  imperfect  and  distorted,  as  though  lifting 
heavily  through  some  noxious  belt  of  African 
river  vapour. 

What  I  saw,  however,  was  quickly  em- 
braced by  my  sight.     Having  put  the  gentle- 
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men's  coffee  upon  the  skylight,  I  durst  not 
linger. 

The  steward  found  me  plenty  to  do  till 
a  quarter  before  nine.  I  then  went  to  my 
cabin  to  refresh  myself  with  a  wash.  When 
I  came  into  the  cuddy  again,  I  found  the 
lamps  turned  down  and  heard  a  sound  of 
many  feet  in  motion.  I  stepped  into  the 
recess  and  found  nobody  there.  I  walked  a 
little  way  forward  along  the  gangway  alley, 
and  looking  up  at  the  poop,  saw  the  guard 
drawn  in  a  line  near  the  rail.  The  awning 
was  furled,  and  the  moonlight  sparkled  on 
their  firearms,  and  the  bayonets  glanced  as 
the  lightning  leapt  in  the  south. 

A  division  of  convicts  was  in  tlie  in- 
closure,  standing  in  dusky  groups,  and  at 
every  man's  feet  stretched  his  shadow,  with 
scarcely  a  move  of  the  clean  black  hue  of 
it,  so  reposefully  did  the  ship  sleep.  I  saw 
a  crowd  of  seamen  on  the  forecastle  and 
heard  women's  voices,  and  guessed  that  the 
wives  had  gone  forward  to  view  the  eclipse. 

The  moon  was  now  bright.  You  could 
distinguish    faces    by    her    beam.       I    went 
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slowly  along  tlie  gangway  alley,  looking  hard 
at  the  prisoners,  and  when  about  midway  I 
saw  a  man  standing  alone,  with  his  arms 
folded  and  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  moon.  It 
was  Tom.  I  stopped.  I  must  tell  you  that 
this  fore-and-aft  barricade,  which  was  de- 
signed as  a  convenience  more  than  as  a  prison 
barrier,  was  not  above  five  feet  high,  and 
formed  of  strong  wooden  rails,  sufficiently 
wide  apart  to  disclose  the  figure.  I  coughed, 
and  then  Tom  saw  me. 

I  advanced  very  slowly  in  the  direction  of 
the  forecastle  and  then  came  to  a  stand  and 
seemed  to  look  at  the  moon ;  and  when  I 
warily  turned  my  eyes  upon  the  inclosure  I 
observed  that  Tom  had  advanced  as  I  had 
and  was  abreast  of  me,  though  he  had  drawn 
nearer  to  the  fore-and-aft  barricade.  My 
heart  beat  quickly,  for  if  I  could  speak  to 
him  now  it  would  be  the  first  time  since 
that  day  when  I  had  whispered  as  I  passed 
and  when  he  had  discovered  that  I  was  on 
board. 

I  walked  a  little  way  farther.  This  car- 
ried me  out  of  sight  of  the  poop,  unless  any 
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one  should  come  to  the  head  of  the  port 
poop-ladder  and  stare  along  the  alley.  The 
yards  were  braced  forward,  and  the  corner 
of  the  foresail  lay  between  me  and  the  moon, 
and  plunged  in  shadow  that  part  of  the  deck 
where  I  again  halted.  I  saw  that  Tom  had 
walked  with  me  on  the  other  side  of  the 
barricade,  and  when  I  stopped  he  stopped, 
too,  so  close  that  had  he  sighed  I  should 
have  heard  him.  The  shadow  that  was  upon 
me  was  upon  him  and  stretched  athwart  the 
deck,  darkening  the  two  galleys  and  the 
great  mass  of  long-boat ;  but  under  the  yawn 
of  the  foresail  the  forecastle  whitened  out  in 
the  light,  with  the  silvered  figures  of  many 
persons  upon  it,  and  beyond  hung  the  jibs, 
falhng  like  streaks  of  snow  to  the  bowsprit 
and  jibbooms.  Outside  the  shadow  in  the 
inclosure  the  moonshine  lay  like  frost  upon 
the  planks,  and  the  shapes  of  the  convicts, 
in  their  pale  apparel,  showed  like  figures  in 
yellow  wood.  They  moved  or  stood  in 
groups  ;  here  and  there  was  a  lonely  shape. 
The  nearest  group  to  where  I  had  come  to 
a  stand  was   at  a  distance   of  about  twenty 
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close    ao-ainst    the    fore-and-aft   barri- 
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paces, 

cade.  The  vet  distant  lightning  flashed 
upon  the  canvas,  and  high  as  the  royals 
which  crowned  the  towering  fabric  of  cloths 
the  sails  flashed  and  faded  in  the  electric  play 
as  though  to  the  revolution  of  some  gigantic 
violet-tinted  lantern. 

I  kept  my  back  upon  Tom  and  seemed 
to  be  looking  up  at  the  sky ;  he  stood  with 
his  right  side  toward  me  gazing  aft  as  though 
he  heeded  me  not.  We  spoke  swiftly  under 
our  breath. 

'  How  is  it  with  you,  Tom  ?  ' 

'  This  coolness  and  freshness  and  moon- 
light— it  is  heaven  after  the  hell  below.  My 
brave  heart,  my  beloved  girl,  how  is  it  with 
you  ?  ' 

'Well;  I  am  happy.  I  am  with  you. 
Our  time  is  coming.  In  our  new  home  all 
this  will  be  no  more  than  a  horrid  dream.' 

'  A  dream  ! '  said  he,  with  fierceness  in 
his  whisper.  '  It  is  no  dream  to  be  ruined 
and  have  one's  heart  broken.  They  have 
made  a  devil  of  me.  I  am  no  longer  fit  for 
you.     You  don't  know  my  heart.' 
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'Whatever  you  are,  I  am.  If  they  have 
made  you  a  devil  I  will  be  a  devil  too.  I  am 
yours  and  one  with  you,  and  live  for  nothing 
but  for  you.  Ask  me  to  sec  this  ship  on  fire 
to-night  and  I'll  do  it.' 

'Ay,  yours  is  the  true  woman's  spirit. 
I  have  no  right  to  such  a  love.  It  is  too 
noble  for  a  wretch.  Don't  let  them  ruin 
two  lives.  Curse  them  I  See  what  they 
have  made  of  me !  I  would  to  God  you 
were  not  here.' 

'  Oh,  Tom  I ' 

'Ay,  but  to  see  you  dragging  the  dirty 
burthen  of  the  cuddy  along  the  deck — to 
think  of  my  proud  and  beautiful  girl  mas- 
querading as  a  boy  —  ordered  about  by 
wretches  who  would  be  glad  to  clean  her 
doorsteps  and  windows  at  home — and  for  a 
convict  !     But  you  know  I  am  innocent.' 

'  Whisper  softly,'  said  I,  marking  a  note 
of  bitter  temper,  a  tone  as  of  ferocity  in  his 
speech.  It  hissed  in  his  feverishly  rapid 
whispers  and  seemed  as  a  revelation  to  me 
of  a  change  of  nature.  '  Do  not  gesticulate  ; 
the  sentry  at    the   head   of  the  poop-ladder 
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seems  to  be  watching  us.  I  have  settled  it 
thus :  On  our  arrival  I  will  take  steps  to 
qualify  as  a  landholder,  and  you  shall  come 
to  me.  Leave  me  to  act  and  keep  up  your 
heart,  and  do  not  say  you  wish  I  was  not 
here.' 

'  This  ship  will  never  arrive  ! '  said  he. 

'Why  do  you  say  that.^'  I  whispered, 
turning  to  look  at  him  and  then  crivinnr  Jiim 
my  back  again. 

'  That's  what  I  mean  by  wishing  to  God 
you  were  not  here,'  he  answered,  whispering 
passionately,  as  though  he  could  not  contain 
himself.  '  This  ship  will  never  arrive !  I 
could  save  her  and  I  could  save  life  by  a 
word.  If  I  thought  you  were  in  danger — 
but  not  with  me !  Not  with  me !  Abram 
and  others  have  taken  their  oaths  upon  it, 
and  they  cannot  do  without  me.  They  don't 
know  that  you  are  a  girl.  They  must  not 
know  it !  You  are  my  dear  friend  and  that 
is  enough ;  and  they  believe  you  to  be 
friendly  toward  them  and  would  help  them 
if  you  (^ould.  They'll  not  harm  you.  I'd 
strangle   myself    sooner    than    utter    a   word 
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that  should  save  this  ship  !  I'm  here  for  a 
crime  I  never  committed.  They  have  made 
a  devil  of  me  I  I'll  take  no  active  part.  TU 
have  no  blood  upon  my  head,  but  I'll  help 
them  in  the  way  they  want  when  they  call 
upon  me.' 

'  What  can  I  do  ?  ' 

'  Nothing  but  wait.' 

'  I'd  give  my  life  to  free  you ! ' 

'  Oh,  your  devotion  breaks  my  heart !  I 
was  worthy  of  it  once.' 

'  When  is  this  thing  to  happen  ?  ' 

'The  ship  will  be  in  the  hands  of  the 
convicts  to-morrow.' 

I  fetched  a  deep  breath  and  turned  cold. 

'  And  Will— and  Will,  Tom  r '  I  said  in  a 
whisper  that  shuddered  with  the  icy  fit. 

'  I  have  stipulated  for  Will.  They'll  not 
hurt  him.' 

'  How  wiU  they  be  able  to  do  it  ? ' 

'  Some  of  the  crew  are  with  them.  For 
three  weeks  this  has  been  secretly  working 
out.  I'm  the  only  navigator  among  the  con- 
victs, and  they  depend  on  me.'  He  added, 
after  a  pause,  during  which  my  breath  came 
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and  went  hysterically  :  '  If  you  fear  for  your- 
self or  for  Will ;  if  you  think  tliis  thing 
should  not  be  done — for  it  will  be  attempted, 
and  if  it  is  attempted  it  will  be  done — go  to 
the  captain  of  the  ship,  tell  him  that  the 
convicts,  backed  by  a  portion  of  his  crew, 
have  planned  to  seize  the  vessel,  and  that 
to  save  her  the  sentries  must  be  doubled 
throughout,  no  convicts  allowed  on  deck, 
no  messmen  to  pass  the  main-hatch  sentry, 
the  prison  victuals  to  be  passed  through  the 
door  of  the  steerage  bulkhead  by  the  soldiers, 
mates,  and  trustworthy  petty  officers  of  the 
ship.' 

'  Why  should  I  tell  him  this  ? ' 

He  was  silent. 

'  Sooner  than  speak,  I  would  fling  myself 
into  the  sea.' 

'  It  will  be  a  bloody  business.' 

'  But  if  it  gives  you  your  liberty  ! ' 

'  They  have  driven  me  to  it ! '  he  cried, 
raising  his  voice  ;  and  he  stamped  on  the 
deck  in  the  passion  of  the  minute. 

'  Gangway  there  ! '  shouted  the  forecastle 
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sentry.  '  What  are  you  doing  at  that  barri- 
cade ?     Come  out  of  it  I ' 

I  instantly  walked  forward,  and  whilst  I 
walked  I  heard  the  voice  of  the  doctor  on 
the  poop. 

'Let  the  people  fall  in.  Let  the  captains 
rank  them  on  the  starboard  side,  where 
they'll  get  a  good  view.' 

I  went  up  the  forecastle  ladder,  at  the 
head  of  which  stood  the  sentry.  He  was  the 
husband  of  the  pretty  young  woman — the 
Dick  who  had  been  on  duty  when  I  visited 
the  barracks. 

'  Is  it  you  ?  '  said  he.  '  You  mustn't  get 
yarning  with  the  convicts.  It's  against  the 
orders.' 

'  Yarning  ! '  said  I.  •  If  a  prisoner  wishes 
me  good-night  and  asks  me  questions  about 
the  moon,  I  may  stop  to  be  civil,  I  hope?' 

'  It's  against  the  orders,'  said  he,  and  with 
a  swing  of  his  figure  he  resumed  his  walk. 

The  greater  part  of  the  crowd  on  the 
forecastle  stood  in  the  bows  or  head  of  the 
ship.     The  whole  of  the  crew  was  assembled  ; 
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the  soldiers'  wives,  some  of  them  holding 
children  by  the  hands,  swelled  the  crowd. 
I  stepped  to  a  part  of  the  forecastle  rail 
where  the  deck  was  vacant  and  looked  out 
to  sea.  The  hush  on  the  ocean  this  side 
the  storm  was  unutterably  deep,  and  the 
distant  tempest  did  not  vex  it,  though  the 
great  masses  of  vapour  had  risen  considerably 
and  the  lightning  was  running  all  over  the 
breast  of  it  in  rills  of  fire,  and  the  thunder 
boomed  along  the  level  plain  of  sea  as  though 
some  leviathan  mermen  or  Titans  of  the  brine 
were  plajdng  at  bowls  upon  the  horizon. 

I  looked  up  at  the  moon  and  beheld  the 
shadow  of  the  earth  touching  the  crystal 
edge  of  the  satelhte  like  a  ring  of  smoke. 
The  reflection  flowed  gloriously  under  the 
luminary  in  a  spreading  wake  of  greenish 
silver,  whose  hither  extremity  trembled  to 
the  vessel's  side.  The  convict  ship,  sleeping 
upon  the  dark  and  breathless  surface  of 
water,  her  white  sails  gently  fanning  at  long 
intervals  to  a  delicate  motion  of  the  hull ; 
the  dark  figures  of  the  convicts  grouped  in 
a  mass  on  one  side  of  the  main-deck,  their 
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faces  pale  in  the  night-beam  as  they  gazed 
at  the  moon  ;  the  crowd  of  seamen  and  women 
talking  in  subdued  voices  in  the  bows  of  the 
ship,  where  beyond  them  soared  the  jibs 
floating  like  gossamer  in  the  moonhght ;  the 
dark  ocean  stretching,  stirless  and  silent, 
into  the  north,  star-studded,  whilst  southward 
it  was  lighted  up  by  the  distant,  sunbright 
and  violet  flames  of  the  electric  clouds  ;  the 
face  of  the  patient,  silver  moon,  with  a  shadow 
of  the  earth  painted  in  a  corner  of  her — this 
was  a  scene  so  rich  in  poetry,  so  vital,  be- 
sides, with  a  strange,  bitter  human  signifi- 
cance, that  at  any  other  time  I  would  have 
abandoned  my  whole  spirit  to  it  and  lost 
myself  in  contemplation. 

But  I  could  think  of  nothing  but  my  con- 
versation with  Tom,  the  change  my  quick  ear 
had  detected  in  his  nature,  his  assurance  to 
me  that  I  did  not  know  his  heart — above  all, 
his  statement  that  before  to-morrow  niorht 
the  ship  would  be  in  possession  of  the  con- 
victs. I  beheved  him,  but  I  could  not  realise 
his  meaning.  Yet  I  remember  very  well  that 
conversation   I  had  overheard  between  two 
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sailors  wlio  talked  of  the  convicts,  knowing 
that  Tom — I  guessed  they  meant  Tom — was 
the  only  navigator  among  the  prisoners. 

I  tried  to  settle  my  spirits,  but  my  heart 
flung  a  fever  into  my  blood  and  I  longed  to 
laugh  out,  to  cry  out,  to  run  about.  As  the 
shadow  deepened  upon  the  moon,  the  crowd 
upon  the  forecastle  fell  silent.  I  looked  over 
the  side  into  the  dark  water  and  beheld  a 
fish-shaped  phantom  of  phosphorus  sHding 
slowly  along  close  under  the  surface  ;  there 
was  a  little  bubbhng  of  fire  about  the  centre 
of  this  strange  shape  where  the  fin  of  it  pro- 
jected. I  knew  what  it  was,  yet  glanced 
once  or  twice  only  without  curiosity  and 
went  on  thinking. 

Would  they  spare  my  cousin  Will  ? 
Would  they  spare  me?  How  could  Tom 
be  sure?  The  liberation  of  tlie  convicts 
would  be  like  the  disgorging  of  lu4L  How 
could  Tom  foretell  what  would  tollow  the 
demons'  seizure  of  the  ship?  But  I  cared 
not.  Let  Tom  but  gain  his  hberty  and 
it  mattered  nothing  to  me  wlia'i  followed, 
though  my  own  life  should  be  forfeited.     By 
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the  magic  of  sympathy  the  change  that  I  had 
noticed  in  him  was  working  in  me.  I  felt  as 
though  a  devil  had  entered  into  me,  even  as 
Tom  had  whispered  that  they  had  driven  him 
to  it:  that  injustice  and  labour  and  punish- 
ment, maddening  to  an  innocent  heart,  had 
made  a  devil  of  him. 

I  was  in  the  way  of  the  walk  of  the 
forecastle  sentry ;  that  is  to  say,  at  the  ex- 
tremity of  it,  and  twice  he  halted  at  my 
side  to  look  at  the  moon,  but  never  spoke. 
I  heard  the  doctor  talking  to  the  prisoners. 
He  addressed  them  from  over  the  rail  of 
the  poop,  and  no  doubt  made  the  most  of 
this  solemn  occasion  of  echpse  and  the  terror 
of  the  gathering  storm  and  the  mighty  scene 
of  loneliness  in  whose  heart  the  ship  slum- 
bered. 

I  was  forced  to  the  quarter-deck  pre- 
sently by  a  ridiculous  argument  between  the 
boatswain  and  the  cook.  The  cook  declared 
that  it  had  long  ago  been  proved  that  the 
earth  was  flat ;  therefore,  as  that  corner  of 
shadow  upon  the  moon  was  round,  it  could 
not  be  cast  by  the  earth.     Mr.  Balls,  with  a 


240  THE    CONVICT   SHIP 

loud,  hoarse  laugh,  exclaimed  that  those  who 
believed  the  earth  to  be  fiat  were  misled  by 
the  shape  of  their  own  heads. 

'Not  that  I'm  a-going  to  argue,'  said  he, 
'  that  that  there  sliadder's  the  earth's.  For 
the  matter  of  that,  who's  going  to  say  it's  a 
shadder  at  all  ?  The  moon  has  a  hatmo- 
sphere,  I  suppose,  and  why  shouldn't  its 
hatmosphere  be  shaped  as  our'n  is  with 
mucky  thicknesses  Hke  to  what's  blazing 
away  yonder?  Who's  a-going  to  prove  to 
me  that  that  there  shadder,  instead  of  an 
echpse,  as  they  calls  it,  ain't  a  storrum  ?  ' 

I  walked  aft  and  sat  upon  the  coamings 
of  the  booby-hatch  where  I  was  alone.  A 
fresh  division  of  convicts  had  been  brought 
up,  and  the  doctor  stood  over  my  head 
haranguing  them.  He  spoke  of  the  enormity 
of  the  crimes  they  had  committed,  and  begged 
them  to  consider  the  moon  as  a  likeness  of 
their  soul  and  the  shadow  overcreeping  it  as 
the  darkness  of  sin  and  death.  '  But  pre- 
sently,' said  he,  '  that  shadow  will  pass,  and 
the  brightness  of  the  moon  will  look  forth 
in   splendour,    and    the    sea   beneath   it  will 
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smile  and  rejoice  in  her  light.  Be  it  even 
so  with  you,  my  brother  sinners  ;  pray  that 
the  shadow  that  is  upon  you  may  pass  away, 
that  the  light  which  is  within  you  may  purely 
shine  again.' 


VOL.  n.  R 


242  THE   CONVICT   SHIP 


CHAPTER  XXXI 

SHE   DESCRIBES   A   STORM 

But  now  the  storm  was  approaching,  the 
moon's  Hght  was  growing  weak  and  the  stars 
over  our  mastheads  dim  and  spare.  The 
lightning  was  incessant ;  its  flashes  glanced 
into  the  remotest  recesses  of  the  north  and 
brought  out  the  horizon  there  in  gleams  of 
sulphur.  The  hum  of  the  thunder  was  deep 
and  ceaseless,  with  many  savage  cracks  and 
rattling  peals.  I  cannot  tell  what  progress 
the  eclipse  had  made  by  this  hour  ;  the  moon 
hung  distorted  in  the  sky  like  a  dim  silver 
shield  with  its  sides  hacked,  and  the  night 
looked  wild  with  her  and  the  gathering 
tempest. 

I  heard  the  commander  of  the  ship  ad- 
dress the  doctor,  who  called  to  the  captains 
of  the  division  to  march  the  prisoners  below  ; 
and  he  added  that  the  last  of  the  divisions 


SHE   DESCRIBES   A   STORM  243 

could  not  be  brought  up,  as  sail  was  to  be 
reduced  and  room  was  wanted.  ]\Ioreover,  in 
a  very  short  time  the  moon  would  have 
vanished.  Now  followed  a  Hvely  time.  The 
prisoners'  inclosure  being  clear,  Mr.  Bates,  at 
the  head  of  the  poop-ladder,  began  to  shout  out 
orders  ;  all  hands  were  on  deck  and  all  hands 
were  wanted.  '  Clew  up  the  royals  and  furl 
them !  Down  flying  and  outer  jibs  and  top- 
gallant staysails  !  Clew  up  topgallant  sails 
and  furl  them  !  Main-clewgarnets  and  let  the 
sail  hang  ! '  So  ran  the  orders  ;  the  lightning 
played  upon  the  figures  of  the  seamen  as  they 
trotted  aloft ;  the  moon  turned  a  watery, 
silvery,  oozing,  draining  througli  the  film  of 
the  advanced  shadow  of  the  storm,  then 
vanished  behind  a  jagged  peak  of  cloud,  and 
the  night-dye  sank  upon  the  ocean  in  deepest 
shadow,  the  deeper  for  the  play  of  the  light- 
nincr ;  after  each  flash  the  blackness  thrilled 
with  the  bhndness  of  the  vision. 

The  women  came  off  the  forecastle,  and  I 
entered  the  cuddy.  The  steward  told  me  to 
turn  up  the  lights,  and  Captain  Barrett  and 
Lieutenant    Chimmo,    descendincr    the    com- 
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panion-steps  at  that  moment,  called  for  brandy 
and  seltzer,  which  I  procured  for  them.  The 
steward  bade  me  be  at  hand ;  if  there  was  a 
o^ale  of  wind  in  the  storm,  I,  with  the  rest  of 
the  '  idlers,'  would  be  wanted.  I  hung  about 
in  the  recess,  and  all  the  time  I  wondered 
whether  the  convicts  would  rise  in  the  morn- 
ing, whether  their  friends  amongst  the  crew 
were  to  be  depended  upon ;  whether  this 
storm  of  thunder  and  lightning  would  work  a 
chanoe  in  the  prisoners'  intentions  by  terrify- 
inof  them  :  and  I  also  strove  to  imacfine  the 
programme  that  had  been  concerted,  what 
part  the  confederate  seamen  were  to  play  ; 
whether  the  guard  would  find  time  to  arm 
and  turn  out,  and  if  so,  whether  the  uprising 
would  not  be  suppressed  by  their  coolness 
and  discipline  and  by  the  support  of  the  loyal 
part  of  the  crew. 

The  storm  was  now  overhead;  the  ship 
was  clothed  in  hghtning  and  the  thunder  was 
deafening  and  frightful.  The  whole  fabric 
trembled  to  every  explosion  as  though  the 
broadside  of  a  three-decker  had  been  fired 
into  her.     There  was  no  wind.    The  men  had 
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come  from  aloft,  and  tlie  ship  stood  motion- 
less and  upright  under  her  three  topsails,  the 
courses  hanging  festooned  in  their  gear.  I 
crouched  in  a  corner  of  the  recess,  amazed 
and  bewildered.  I  had  always  from  a  child 
been  frightened  of  hghtning,  and  here  now 
was  lightning  that  was  like  one  vast  sheet  of 
flame ;  the  heavens  were  sheeted  with  its 
blinding  blaze  ;  it  was  so  continuous  that  you 
saw  the  ship  as  by  sunshine  ;  the  whole  vessel 
crackled  with  sparks  and  explosions,  fireballs 
ran  down  the  chain-topsail  sheets,  played 
about  rhe  pumps,  sparkled  and  snapped  on 
the  boom-irons  at  the  yardarms,  and  the  sea 
that  had  been  silent  roared  back  in  echo  to 
the  thunder  and  spread  out  in  a  wide  field  of 
blue  light  that  came  and  went,  sometimes 
shoAving  in  a  leap  of  light  that  was  as  the  flash 
that  it  mirrored,  then  blackening  for  a  breath 
or  two,  during  which  you  saw  nothing  but 
the  fireballs  running  over  the  ship. 

It  rained  and  hailed  suddenly  with  in- 
credible fury.  The  decks  smoked  ;  by  the 
lightning  flashes  you  saw  the  spray  of  the 
cataractal  fall  rising  like  steam  to  above  the 
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height  of  a  man.  Just  then  the  ship  was 
struck ;  I  heard  a  crash  and  sphntering  on 
high,  and  a  oreat  bulb  of  blue  fire  fell  down 
the  rigging  over  the  side  into  the  sea,  where 
it  burst  like  an  exploded  cannon.  The  mate 
overhead  shouted,  and  the  boatswain  who  was 
forward  bawled  in  answer. 

Captain  Barrett  and  the  subaltern  stood 
at  the  cabin-table ;  they  had  emptied  their 
tumblers  and  put  down  their  cigars,  and 
looked  pale  and  glanced  often  up  at  the 
skylight,  into  which  the  hghtning  streamed  in 
an  almost  continuous  living  dazzle.  I  hung 
in  the  cuddy  door  for  shelter  from  the  smoking 
wet ;  a  head  showed  in  the  booby-hatch  and 
cried  out :  '  The  doctor  wants  some  brandy  ; 
bring  down  half  a  tumblerful  at  once.'  I 
ran  to  the  table,  took  a  glass  from  a  swing 
tray,  and  half  filled  it  with  brandy.  The 
steward  at  that  moment  coming  up  through 
the  steerage-hatch  called  to  me :  '  Hi,  you 
there !  What  are  you  about  ?  Liquoring 
up  unbeknown  instead  of  being  at  your 
prayers  ? ' 

Lieutenant  Chimmo  grinned  dismally. 


SHE    DESCRIBES   A   STORM  247 

'  The  doctor's  in  the  barracks  and  wants 
brandy,'  said  I. 

'  Curse  it,  what's  wrong  P  '  exclaimed  Cap- 
tain Barrett,  and  instantly  ran  to  the  booby- 
hatch,  followed  by  the  subaltern. 

'  Get  on,  then,  get  on! '  shouted  Mr.  Stiles, 
who  had  been  drinking. 

I  ran  with  the  brandy  to  the  hatch,  and 
seeing  nobody  to  hand  it  to,  descended.  The 
scene  of  this  interior  of  bulkheaded  steerage 
was  extraordinary  ;  a  lantern  burnt  dimly,  its 
light  was  paled  by  the  electric  fires,  which 
sparkled  all  over  the  prison  bulkhead  as  though 
the  wood  was  alive  with  the  phosphoric  lights 
of  decay  and  rot.  The  bulkliead  was  studded 
with  mushroom-headed  nails,  and  every  nail 
was  tipped  with  fire.  The  sight  was  fearful ; 
I  thought  the  ship  was  burning.  The  women 
and  the  children  were  gathered  in  a  heap  in 
one  corner,  holding  to  one  another,  as  though 
the  vessel  was  about  to  founder ;  no  child 
cried  ;  the  roar  of  the  thunder  seemed  to  liave 
frightened  the  infants  into  silence. 

A  man  lay  on  his  back  against  the  prison 
door,  which  was  a  little  way  open  ;  the  doctor 
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bent  over  him  and  Captain  Barrett  and  the 
subaltern  stood  close  looking  down.  Such  of 
the  guard  as  were  below  were  grouped  with 
the  women  and  children  ;  they  seemed  dazed. 
The  prostrate  man  was  a  soldier ;  doubtless 
the  sentry  stationed  at  the  prison  door.  His 
musket,  with  its  fixed  bayonet,  lay  at  a  little 
distance  from  him,  and  I  saw  threads  of  fire 
writhing  upon  the  bayonet. 

'  Here's  the  brandy  ! '  cried  Captain  Barrett. 

The  doctor  looked  up,  and  extended  his 
hand  for  the  glass.  This  brought  me  close  to 
the  door,  and  for  a  minute  or  two  I  had  a 
clear  view  of  the  'tweendecks  prison.  The 
cage-like  barricade  at  the  main-hatch  was  full 
of  great  nails,  and  every  nail  glowed  as  though 
red-hot.  I  don't  know  wdiere  the  lightning 
found  entrance.  It  flashed  through  the  black- 
ness of  this  floating  dungeon  as  if  half  a  dozen 
hatches  lay  open  to  the  sky.  Wherever  there 
was  iron  for  the  electric  fires  to  catch  hold  of 
a  small  blue  brilliant  blaze  was  burning,  inex- 
pressibly wild  and  awful  to  behold.  I  clearly 
saw  the  whole  sweep  of  the  deck — the  tiers 
of  sleeping  shelves  stretching  on  either  hand, 
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the  tables,  the  bulkhead  of  the  prison  and 
whatever  else  there  was  of  grim  and  odious 
furniture  in  that  interior.  Xumbers  of  the 
convicts  lay  motionless  upon  their  faces  on 
the  deck  ;  many  crouched  in  squatting  pos- 
tures, with  tlieir  hands  to  their  heads ;  a  few 
stood  erect,  defiant,  as  though  waiting  and 
heedless  of  what  was  next  to  happen.  One  of 
these,  I  might  be  sure,  was  Tom. 

Xo  imagination  could  feign  the  terror 
which  the  figures  of  the  prostrate  and  crouch- 
ing convicts  expressed.  You  needed  to  wit- 
ness the  scene,  as  I  did,  by  the  terrific  hghts 
that  illuminated  the  prison  and  by  the  cease- 
less ghttering  of  the  lightning  streaming 
through  the  interior  in  shocks  and  explosions 
of  dazzhng  light.  And  the  roar  of  the 
thunder  heard  in  this  resonant  cavity  was 
more  dreadful  to  listen  to  than  the  stupendous 
voice  of  it  on  deck,  whilst  a  deep  and  cease- 
less note  Avas  added  to  the  detonations  by  the 
Niagara-like  fall  of  hail  and  rain  upon  the 
echoing  planks. 

'Is  he  dead,  doctor?'  asked  Captain 
Barrett. 
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'  No,'  said  the  doctor.  '  Have  this  door 
shut,  sir,  and  let  another  sentry  be  posted. 
You  can  leave  the  brandy  and  go,'  said  he  to 
me ;  on  which  I  returned  to  the  cuddy  and 
stood  as  before  near  the  doorway. 

I  believe  this  terrible  storm  had  reached 
the  height  of  its  rage  when  the  ship  was 
struck.  Its  fury  was  now  waning,  though  the 
soot  in  the  north  continued  to  vomit  sheets 
of  flame  and  the  thunder-shocks  striking  the 
level  of  the  breathless  sea  were  as  the  noise 
of  the  rending  of  mountains.  I  have  heard 
of  but  one  such  another  storm  in  which  a 
convict  ship  bore  part.  The  vessel  was  the 
Earl  Grey^  with  two  hundred  and  sixty-four 
prisoners  on  board.  The  year  was,  I  believe, 
1842,  and  the  ship  was  bound,  as  the  Childe 
Harold  was,  to  Yan  Diemen's  Land.  Dr. 
Browning,  who  was  the  surgeon-superinten- 
dent, mentions  the  storm  in  his  account  of  the 
voyage,  but  he  saw  nothing  of  it,  owing  to  his 
suffering  from  an  affection  of  the  heart  which 
obliged  him  to  keep  his  cabin.  This  I  regret, 
as  I  should  have  been  glad  to  know  how  the 
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prisoners  under  his  charge  behaved  on  that 
occasion. 

It  was  now  about  a  quarter  to  eleven ;  the 
rain  had  ceased,  but  the  decks  Avere  full  of 
water,  which  cascaded  continuously  into  the 
calm  sea  through  the  scupper-holes.  The 
captain  and  his  mates  kept  the  poop.  I  heard 
the  squelch  of  their  tread  as  they  tramped  to 
and  fro  in  their  sodden  boots.  Suddenly  an 
order  was  shouted,  and  in  a  few  minutes  two 
or  three  men  came  aft,  one  of  them  holding 
a  lantern.  They  gathered  about  the  pump 
and  the  second  mate  left  the  poop  and  joined 
them.  I  could  not  see  what  they  did,  but 
after  a  short  interval  the  second  mate  went 
on  the  poop  again,  and  the  men,  one  of  them 
swinging  the  lantern,  walked  forward. 

A  httle  clock  hung  under  the  break  of 
the  poop  in  the  cuddy  recess  hard  by  the 
soldiers'  arms ;  a  bull's-eye  lamp  cast  a  light 
upon  its  face ;  this  lamp  was  used  for  heaving 
the  log,  for  writing  up  the  log-slate  and  the 
like,  and  the  clock  for  keeping  the  ship's 
bells.     A  figure  came  off  the  poop  to  see  the 
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time ;  he  was  draped  in  streaming  oil-skins, 
which  flashed  out  to  the  lightning,  but  his 
face  was  so  mufHed  by  his  sou'-wester,  that  I 
looked  two  or  three  times  before  I  knew  him 
to  be  Will.  I  was  still  alone  in  the  cuddy  ; 
Frank  and  the  steward  were  probably  in  the 
steerage ;  I  took  a  step  or  two  that  carried 
me  to  the  door  and  pronounced  Will's  name. 

He  drew  close  and  said :  '  What  do  you 
think  of  this  ?  ' 

'  It  is  awful,'  said  I. 

'  It  might  have  been  worse  than  awful ! ' 
he  exclaimed.  '  The  ship  has  been  struck  ! 
Luckily,  the  thunderbolt  went  overboard. 
Had  it  gone  through  the  bottom  we  should 
have  followed  it ;  nothing  could  have  saved 
us.  But  it's  all  right  with  the  old  hooker  ; 
the  well's  just  been  sounded  again  and  she's 
as  dry  as  a  rotten  nut.' 

I  looked  at  him  eagerly  ;  my  heart  all  at 
once  grew  so  full,  that  I  felt  I  must  speak  or 
shriek  out ;  I  set  my  teeth  on  my  lip  and  bit 
till  I  tasted  blood,  and  clenched  my  hands 
till  my  arms  stiffened  as  though  I  had  been 
poisoned,  whilst  I  turned  my  head  that  he 
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might  not  see  me.  He  said  :  '  I  must  be  off. 
Why  don't  you  go  to  bed  ?  There's  nothing 
to  keep  you  up.  A  fine  night'll  be  cominn* 
along  by  eight  bells  and  they'll  be  making 
sail.'     With  that  he  went  up  the  ladder. 

I  had  barely  arrested  speech  in  myself; 
but  for  that  supreme  effort  I  should  have 
warned  him,  and  he  would  at  once  have 
carried  the  news  to  the  captain. 

I  stood  in  the  door,  gazing  at  the  ship 
that  flashed  out  and  vanished,  no  longer 
scared  by  the  flames  and  the  thunder.  I 
could  think  of  notliing  but  what  to-morrow 
was  to  bring  forth.  Men  in  scores  lay  below 
in  the  prison  quarter,  stricken  into  motion- 
less logs  by  fright.  Were  they  and  the  like 
of  them  capable  of  a  victorious  uprising  ? 
And  suppose  the  ship  seized,  what  was  to 
follow  ?  I  dared  not  think  how  the  convicts 
might  serve  those  who  were  not  of  them.  I 
asked  myself:  If  they  put  Tom  in  charge  of 
the  ship,  what  ^vill  he  do  with  her,  and  how 
will  he  act  so  as  to  escape  from  the  ruffians 
and  secure  his  own  liberty?  Then  I  thought 
to  myself :  he  is  an  innocent  man  now,  though 
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suffering  as  a  criminal  ;  but  if  the  ship  is 
seized  by  the  convicts,  he'll  be  taken  as 
having  helped  them,  as  being  one  of  the  two 
hundred  and  thirty,  as  being  the  one  who 
navigated  the  ship  afterwards,  and  who  was 
as  answerable  as  any  of  the  rest  for  all  that 
happened.  He  will  then  be  a  criminal  in 
terrible  earnest.  Indeed,  the  business  might 
bring  him  to  the  gallows.  But  then,  thought 
I,  he  is  a  convict  now  in  any  case.  He  cannot 
be  worse  off.  He  never  can — he  never  would 
— return  home.  Whatever  happens  cannot 
blacken  his  future.  The  darkness  over  which 
that  lightning  is  flashing  is  not  deeper.  If 
the  convicts  rise,  he  may  escape  and  get  his 
liberty,  free  himself  from  his  felon  clothes, 
and  hide  with  a  changed  name  in  a  foreign 
country.  Oh,  cried  my  heart,  God  grant  that 
I  may  be  spared  to  escape  with  him  wherever 
he  goes ! 

Thus  ran  my  thoughts.  After  all  these 
years,  I  put  them  dully  and  coldly  ;  but  they 
boiled  in  me  then.  They  were  as  the  electric 
fluid  itself  whilst  I  stood  in  the  doorway  of 
that  cuddy,  mechanically  watching  the  great 
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fabric  of  the  ship  glancing  out  green  and 
violet  and  yellow  to  the  lights  of  the  storm 
over  the  bow. 

Shortly  after  eleven  the  sky  cleared  in  the 
south ;  the  clouds  rolled  away  in  black  masses 
into  the  north,  and  the  moon  shone  out,  and 
the  sea  was  again  beautiful  with  her  light. 
A  soft  wind  blew  and  the  decks  grew  busy 
with  the  life  of  seamen's  figures  running  here 
and  there,  and  pulhng  and  dragging  and 
making  sail  to  the  noise  of  hoarse  cries  and 
choruses.  The  steward  lurched  up  to  me, 
and  his  breath  filled  the  atmosphere  around 
with  a  smell  of  spirits.  He  said,  with  a 
hiccough  :  '  You  can  turn  in.'  So  I  went 
below  and  lay  down,  fully  clothed,  in  my 
bunk,  but  not  to  sleep. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXIl 

SHE   DESCRIBES   THE   SEIZURE    OF   THE    SHIP   BY 
THE   CONVICTS 

My  head  was  full  of  Tom,  of  that  change 
into  fierceness  which  I  had  noticed  in  his 
whispers,  and  I  dwelt  upon  his  sad,  wild 
saying  that  I  did  not  know  his  lieart,  by 
which  he  meant  that  his  heart  had  been 
transformed  by  the  wrong  that  had  been 
done  him  and  by  his  punishment  and  suffer- 
ino-s.  Never  had  I  felt  madder  than  when  I 
thought  of  him.  I  put  my  hands  together, 
and  prayed  that  if  the  convicts  rose  they 
would  successfully  seize  the  ship. 

My  blood  was  so  hot  and  the  heat  of  the 
atmosphere  so  great  that  I  could  not  rest.  I 
opened  the  porthole  and  put  my  face  into  it 
for  the  coolness  of  the  air,  and  for  a  long 
while  hstened  to  the  pleasant,  rippling  sounds 
of  the  water  gently  broken,  and  to  the  gush- 
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ing  of  water  from  the  decks  and  the  noise 
of  men's  voices  high  aloft,  and  soundincr  as 
though  the  tones  came  across  the  sea.  The 
moon  was  on  the  other  side,  but  the  stars 
were  again  plentiful,  many  meteors  sailed  in 
dehcate  trails  of  light,  and  the  sea-line  ran 
black  against  the  sheet  lightning  that  played 
behind  it.  The  dew-laden  night-breath  fanned 
my  face  and  cooled  me,  and  by  this  time 
having  thought  myself  into  some  composure 
of  mind  I  laid  my  head  down  and  slept. 

I  was  awakened  by  Frank ;  day  had  broken, 
and  on  looking  through  the  porthole  I  saw 
that  it  was  a  fine  clear  morning,  and  that  the 
ocean  trembled  with  the  brushing  of  a  small 
wind.  I  might  be  sure  that  nothing  had  as 
yet  happened  ;  but  I  was  so  agitated,  felt  sc 
cold  and  pale,  that  I  expressly  lingered,  hoping 
to  rally,  till  I  suddenly  heard  the  vulgar  voice 
of  Mr.  Stiles  bawling  my  name,  on  which  I 
went  out  quickly. 

'  Look  here,  young  man,'  cried  Mr.  Stiles 
'if  you're  a-going  to  skulk  after  this  here 
fashion  I  shall  have  to  send  ye  forward  with 
a   message    to   Mr.    Balls.      D'ye   think   I'm 

VOL.  ir.  s 
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a-going  to  do  your  work?'  And  for  some 
time  he  continued  to  abuse  me,  calling  me  a 
little  idle  beast  of  a  stowaway,  a  worthless, 
loafing  young  sojer,  and  the  like.  I  glanced 
at  him  and  perceived  that  his  eyes  were  in- 
flamed and  his  complexion  of  a  strange  un- 
wholesome dye ;  he  had  evidently  drunk 
heavily  overnight  in  his  terror,  and  the  fumes 
of  the  drink  were  still  in  his  head. 

I  gave  him  no  heed,  but  went  to  my  work 
as  usual,  and  presently  wanting  water  walked 
to  the  forecastle  for  a  bucketful  instead  of  to 
the  after-pump,  as  I  wished  to  see  what  was 
going  on  forward.  I  took  a  bucket  from  the 
rack  near  the  mainmast  and  went  along  the 
alley ;  a  gang  of  convicts  were  scrubbing 
the  maindeck  and  waist,  and  another  gang 
were  washing  themselves  in  a  row  near  the 
fore-and-aft  barricade.  The  doctor,  who  al- 
ways rose  very  early,  almost  as  soon  as  the 
convicts  turned  out,  stood  at  the  quarter- 
deck gate  looking  at  the  prisoners  cleaning 
the  planks. 

The  last  man  in  the  line  of  those  who 
were  washing  themselves  was  Barney  Abram  ; 
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on  catching  my  eye  as  lie  lifted  his  ugly  face 
out  of  the  bucket  he  smiled,  winked  and 
made  a  singular  gesture,  the  significance  of 
which  I  could  not  gather.  His  back  was 
upon  the  captains  or  warders,  and  the  look 
he  gave  me  was  unobserved.  I  faintly  smiled 
as  if  I  understood  him,  though  I  did  not,  and 
w^ent  on  to  the  forecastle. 

The  head  pump  was  worked  by  one  or 
two  ordinary  seamen  ;  the  others  were  passing 
buckets  along  to  the  boatswain  and  his  mates 
on  the  maindeck.  I  delayed  to  press  forward 
and  fill  my  bucket,  as  I  wished  to  look  around 
me,  and  made  as  though  I  waited  for  a 
chance,  in  case  I  should  be  watched.  The 
sun  was  up  ;  the  eastern  sky  was  full  of  pink 
splendour.  I  saw  no  clouds,  and  the  light 
wind  was  almost  directly  aft.  The  ship  floated 
along  very  slowly.  I  had  an  eye  by  this  time 
for  sea-signs  and  guessed  we  should  have  a 
calm  presently  by  the  glassy  appearance  of 
the  horizon.  I  heard  men  calling  out  on 
high,  and,  directing  my  eyes  aloft,  perceived 
that  the  main-topgallantmast  had  been 
wrecked   to   the   height    of  the   masthead — 

s  2 
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that  is  to  say,  the  royal  yard  still  lay  across, 
but  the  mast  had  been  splintered  just  above 
it  and  showed  a  foot  or  two  of  ragged  fangs. 
One  of  the  seamen  near  me  said  that  a 
hot  morning's  job  lay  before  them.  Would 
they  make  an  all-hand  business  of  sending  a 
new  topgallantmast  aloft  ? 

The  other  answered  :  '  A  brimstone  hot 
job  it's  going  to  be,  you  take  your  hafhdavy, 
matey !  All  [hands  or  no  hands,  a  bleedin' 
hot  job's  afore  some  of  us,  roastin'  as  the 
lightning  that's  blasted  that  spar ! '  He 
laughed  low  and  spat  and  wiped  his  lips  on 
his  wrist. 

I  knew  the  speaker  by  his  voice  as  one  of 
the  two  seamen  whose  talk  I  had  overheard. 
The  other  stared  up  at  the  splintered  top- 
gallantmast. It  was  clear  that  he  was  not  in 
the  secret. 

The  sailor's  extraordinary  speech  left  me 
in  no  doubt  that  the  attempt  to  seize  the  ship 
would  be  made,  and  soon.  Not  a  hint  of 
anything  wrong,  of  anything  brewing,  was  to 
be  discovered.  Never  had  the  ship  worn  a 
quieter,  peacefuller  face  as  she  floated  along 
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this  morning  over  the  smooth,  hght  bhie  of 
the  tropic  sea,  bathed  in  the  early  silver  sun- 
shine, her  canvas  gleaming  like  silk,  softly 
lifting  and  hollowing,  and  all  right  with  her 
save  that  splintered  masthead.  They  were 
washing  doAvn  the  poop ;  I  saw  Will  and 
others  hard  at  work  with  their  scrubbin«:- 
brushes ;  a  sentry  stood  at  the  head  of  each 
ladder,  and  the  captain  was  now  on  deck 
looking  up  at  the  injured  mast  and  talking 
about  it  with  the  ship's  carpenter.  A  single 
sentry,  as  heretofore,  stood  at  the  quarter- 
deck gate,  another  at  the  main-hatch  door,  a 
third  on  the  forecastle ;  thus  the  decks  were 
guarded  by  five  armed  soldiers,  as  usual. 
Those  who  were  off  duty  lounged  with  the 
women  and  a  few  children  near  the  booby- 
hatch,  waiting  to  get  their  breakfast.  The 
convict  cooks  were  at  work  in  their  galley, 
as  I  might  guess  from  the  smoke  whicli  blew 
from  its  chimney. 

The  fate  of  the  ship  was  in  my  hands — 
her  fate  and  the  Hves  and  fortunes  of  a  crowd 
of  people  !  A  fierce,  wild  pride,  a  wicked 
exultation  swelled  ray  heart.     There  was  yet 


262  THE   CONVICT   SHIP 

time  !  The  captain  was  on  the  poop  ;  I  had 
but  to  measure  the  length  of  the  deck  to 
acquaint  him  with  what  I  knew,  and  the  ship 
would  be  saved.  And  sooner  than  speak,  I 
would  have  killed  myself.  The  blood  would 
be  on  the  heads  of  those  who  had  unjustly- 
sentenced  and  made  a  convict  and  a  broken- 
hearted, ruined  man  of  my  sweetheart.  What- 
ever devil  had  been  driven  into  him  was  in 
me  too  ;  what  he  did  I  would  do  ;  what  he 
wished  would  be  my  law  ;  let  the  change  that 
had  been  worked  in  him  be  as  frightful  as  you 
please,  I  would  lay  down  my  life  that  he  might 
get  his  liberty  and  escape  the  horrors  of  the 
base  and  degrading  term  of  servitude  which 
he  was  to  complete  in  a  distant  land.  Yes,  I 
could  have  saved  the  ship  by  whispering  a 
single  sentence  in  tlie  captain's  ear,  and  had 
a  knife  been  put  into  my  hand,  and  had  I 
been  compelled  either  to  speak  or  to  stab  my 
heart,  I  vow  to  God  I  would  have  sheathed 
the  knife  in  my  breast  without  an  instant's 
hesitation. 

I  was  not  more  than  five  minutes  upon 
the    forecastle.     Then    drawincr   a  bucket   of 
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water,  I  went  aft.  Captain  Barrett  and  Lieu- 
tenant Chimmo,  as  was  their  habit  in  these 
sultry  latitudes,  quitted  their  cabins  in  their 
dressing-gowns  for  a  bath  in  the  ship's  head. 
This  refreshing  bath  they  obtained  by  stand- 
ing under  the  pump,  whilst  their  orderlies,  as 
I  suppose  you  would  call  the  soldiers  who 
waited  upon  them,  plied  the  handle.  They 
returned  in  twenty  minutes,  and  disappeared 
in  their  cabins  to  dress. 

I  helped  Frank  to  drape  the  Ijreakfast- 
table,  but  every  instant  my  eye  was  going 
toward  the  open  door  and  windows  which 
overlooked  the  quarter-deck.  My  hands 
trembled ;  I  frequently  let  things  fall ;  and 
three  or  four  times  Mr.  Stiles  swore  at  me  for 
a  clumsy  young  fool  and  threatened  me  with 
Mr.  Balls.  Frank  asked  me  what  was  the 
matter,  and  I  told  him  I  supposed  my  nerves 
had  been  shaken  by  the  storm. 

I  think  it  was  about  a  quarter  to  eight 
when  Captain  Barrett  and  the  subaltern 
emerged  from  their  berths.  As  they  walked 
to  the  companion-steps  to  go  on  deck,  the 
captain  and  the   doctor  descended,  and  the 


264  THE    CONVICT   SHIP 

four  came  to  a  stand  at  the  foot  of  the  ladder 
and  talked.  I  stramed  my  ear.  Their  chatter 
was  of  the  lightest — the  weather,  the  wrecked 
topgallantmast,  the  soldier  who  had  tumbled 
down  in  a  fit  and  who  was  now  well. 

Suddenly  Mr.  Masters,  who  was  on  the 
poop — whether  in  charge  of  the  watch  or  not, 
I  can't  say — put  his  head  into  the  sky- 
light and  cried  out  in  a  voice  loud  with 
terror : 

'  Captain  Sutherland,  the  convicts  are 
breaking  out !  Some  of  our  men  have 
knocked  the  forecastle  sentry  down !  Quick 
on  deck !  The  main-hatch  sentry's  over-' 
powered  and  the  prisoners  are  pouring  up  ! ' 

Just  as  he  spoke  a  musket  was  fired — 
then  a  second.  Some  of  the  women  shrieked. 
A  third  musket  was  fired.  This  was  followed 
by  an  indescribable  roaring  noise  of  groans 
and  yells,  accompanied  by  the  sound  of  the 
tread  of  many  feet.  The  captain  and  the 
doctor  rushed  on  deck,  the  two  military 
officers  to  tlieir  cabins,  out  of  which  they 
broke  again  in  a  twinkling,  each  man  pulling 
a  pistol  out  of  its  case  as  he  ran  toward  the 
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companion-way  and  flinging  the  case  down  as 
he  bounded  up  the  steps. 

'  Here  they  are  ! '  shouted  the  steward,  and, 
followed  by  Frank,  he  fled  to  the  steps  which 
led  to  the  poop. 

A  mass  of  the  convicts  were  coming 
toward  the  recess  where  tJie  soldiers'  arms 
were.  Gaining  the  steerage  hatchway  in  a 
leap  or  two,  I  rushed  into  my  cabin,  and  as  I 
closed  my  door  and  bolted  it  I  heard  the 
prisoners  shouting  as  they  swarmed  into  the 
cuddy.  Their  footsteps  thundered  over  my 
head.  I  saw  myself  in  the  washstand  looking- 
glass,  and  was  as  white  as  milk.  I  was  only 
sensible  now  of  the  horror  that  had  seized  me 
at  the  siorht  of  the  faces  of  the  convicts.  I 
stood  with  my  hand  upon  my  heart,  holding 
by  the  side  of  the  upper  bunk,  breathing  fast 
and  listening.  But  voices  could  not  pierce 
the  thickness  of  the  deck-plank.  Xothing 
took  my  ear  but  the  confused  tread  and 
shuSling  movements  of  feet  overhead  like  to 
what  I  had  heard  when  I  lay  in  hiding,  only 
.softer  because  of  the  carpets. 

A  horrid  fancy  seized  me.    Shots  had  been 
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fired.  Suppose  Tom  had  been  wounded  or 
killed  !  The  handle  of  the  door  was  violently- 
tried  and  the  door  shaken  and  beaten  upon. 
I  cried  out  :  '  Who's  that  ?  ' 

'  Will  Johnstone  !     Let  me  in  ! ' 

I  rushed  to  the  door  and  opened  it,  and 
Will  entered.  In  the  time  that  the  door  lay 
open  I  heard  a  great  shouting  and  hoarse 
roaring,  distant,  as  though  a  fierce  struggle 
were  happening  on  the  main-deck,  Ukewise  a 
single  musket-shot.  This  I  heard  whilst  I  let 
Will  in.  He  was  deadly  white  ;  his  eyes  were 
large  and  strange  with  a  wild  stare  of  horror. 

For  some  moments  he  could  utter  no 
words. 

'  Are  you  hurt  ?  '  I  exclaimed. 

'  No,  but  I  have  seen — but  I  have  seen — 
oh,  the  bloody  villains  !  One  stabbed  Chimmo 
in  the  throat,  and  they  threw  him  overboard 
alive.  He  levelled  his  pistol  and  shot  a  man. 
He  was  mad  to  do  it.  He  stood  no  chance. 
They  wrenched  the  musket  out  of  a  sentry's 
hand  and  bayoneted  him  and  tossed  him  into 
the  sea,  alive  like  the  subaltern.' 

Horror  overcame  the  poor  fellow.      The 
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memory  of  the  shocking  sights  seemed  to 
paralyse  him  ;  his  jaw  moved,  but  he  ceased 
to  speak.  I  was  horror-stricken  too,  but  not 
as  he,  for  he  had  beheld  what  he  described. 
But  impatience  was  rending  my  heart ;  I  could 
not  give  him  time. 

'  Have  you  seen  Tom  ? ' 

He  answered  with  a  nod. 

'  Is  he  safe  ?  ' 

The  poor  lad  dryly  swallowed  and  wiped 
his  blanched  lips  and  said  huskily  :  '  Yes  ;  he 
told  me  to  run  to  this  cabin  and  keep  with 
you.  He'll  be  here  soon.  He  stays  to  save 
Mr.  Bates's  life.' 

'  The  convicts  will  not  hurt  us,'  said  I. 
'  Tom  stipulated  for  our  safety.' 

'  I  guessed  that,'  he  exclaimed.  '  When 
they  rushed  upon  the  poop  they  struck  out 
and  stabbed  to  right  and  left  of  them,  but 
none  offered  to  hurt  me.  Butler  stood  on 
the  ladder  where  the  sentry  had  been 
bayoneted.' 

'  He  didn't  do  it  ?  '  I  shrieked. 

'  No ;  it  was  a  young  convict  with  a 
purple  face,  who  kept  yelling  like  a  madman. 
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Butler  stood  on  the  ladder  and  shouted  to 
me,  and  I  ran  to  him.  He  put  his  arm  round 
my  neck  and  said  :  "  Will,  it's  a  bloody  busi- 
ness. I  could  have  stopped  it  by  peaching, 
but  they  would  have  killed  me ;  and  what 
was  to  become  of  Marian  ?  "  A  line  of  convicts 
was  drawn  across  the  quarter-deck,  and  they 
saw  Butler  with  his  arm  round  my  neck. 
He  told  me  that  he  had  seen  you  run  into  the 
steerage  and  that  I  should  find  you  in  your 
cabin.' 

He  was  now  beginning  to  breathe  with 
more  freedom,  and  something  of  the  dreadful, 
staring  look  was  passing  out  of  his  eyes.  He 
listened  and  then  said :  '  They'll  not  hurt  us. 
Butler  seems  to  have  authority.  Did  he  plan 
this  frightful  business  ?  ' 

'No,  but  he  would  not  hinder  it.  Why 
should  he  ?  He's  an  innocent  man,  and  must 
have  his  liberty.  Let  those  who  swore  his 
freedom  away,  who  sentenced  him,  who  have 
ruined  our  lives  and  made  him  what  he  is,  be 
responsible  for  this.' 

'  It  couldn't  have  happened,'  he  exclaimed, 
'  but  for  our  men.     Many  of  them  are  as  vile 
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as  the  worst  of  the   convicts.     I  was  on  the 
poop  and  saw  it  all,   and  it  was  as   quickly 
done  as  letting  go  a  topsail-halliards.      The 
prisoners'  messmen  massed  themselves  as  usual 
past    the    main-hatch    at     breakfast-time  ;    I 
noticed  some  of  our  sailors  loafing  near  the 
convicts'  galley  within  leap  of  the  main-hatch 
sentry.     I  also  saw  a  cluster  of  seamen  stand- 
ing close  in  the  way  of  the  forecastle  sentry's 
walk.     I  heard  a  loud  shout ;  111  swear  it  was 
the  prize-fighter's  voice.     In  an  instant  the 
forecastle  sentry  was  knocked  down  by  the 
seamen ;    the  main-hatch    sentry  was  seized 
from  behind  and  disarmed  by  the  sailors  who 
rushed  from  the  convicts'  galley.     The  mess- 
men  threw  down  their  breakfast  utensils  as  a 
sort  of  second  signal ;  I  watched  and  saw  it 
all,  Marian ;  quicker  than  I  can  talk  the  con- 
victs   on   deck   made   for   the    quarter-deck 
barricade-gate,    and     fast     as    water    pours 
through  a  scupper-hole  the  prisoners  came 
streaming   up    out   of  their    quarters.      The 
quarter-deck   sentry  levelled   his   piece   and 
fired,  and  a  convict  dropped.     The  convicts 
forced  the   gate ;    the  sentry  bayoneted  the 


270  THE   CONVICT   SHIP 

first  of  them  and  was  then  knocked  down  ; 
his  musket  was  wrested  from  him,  and  a 
brutal  ruffian  beat  his  head  in  with  the  stock 
as  the  poor  fellow  lay  on  his  back.  The 
poop  sentries  fired  at  the  convicts  as  they 
burst  through  the  barrier,  but  in  a  few 
moments  the  prisoners  got  possession  of  the 
arms  in  the  recess  and  swarmed  up  by  either 
ladder.  Oh,  it  was  a  splendid,  maddening, 
frightful  sight  to  see  those  two  soldiers,  one 
at  each  ladder,  holding  the  steps  against  the 
yelling  mob  until  one  was  beaten  down  and 
killed  as  I  have  told  you  ! ' 

'  Hark  to  the  noise  overhead ! '  I  cried. 
'  The  cuddy  is  full  of  men  ! ' 

Through  the  open  porthole  came  faintly, 
like  voices  at  a  distance  across  the  water, 
sounds  of  the  shouting  on  deck.  The  wind 
had  dropped.  A  sheet  calm  had  fallen. 
Through  the  cabin  window  I  saw  the  sea 
stretching  to  its  dim,  hot  confines  in  a  vast 
spread  of  soft  silver  blue,  with  scarce  a 
breathing  of  swell  to  stir  the  ship. 

*  What  have  they  done  with  the  captain  ? ' 
I  asked. 
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'  As  I  ran  to  join  Butler,  a  crowd  of  con- 
victs gathered  round  the  captain  and  doctor, 
as  though  to  force  them  off  the  poop.  I  don't 
think  they  hurt  them.' 

I  asked  some  other  questions.  He  had 
ralhed,  and  now  talked  with  something  of 
composure. 

'  Hush  ! '  cried  he  suddenly.  '  There  are 
people  outside.' 

The  door  of  the  cabin  next  mine  was 
beaten.     Mine  was  then  hammered  on. 

'  Are  you  there,  Johnstone  ? ' 

It  was  Tom,  and  in  a  heart-beat  I  threw 
open  the  door.  Beside  him  stood  Mr.  Bates, 
the  chief  officer  of  the  ship.  On  my  showing 
myself,  Tom  extended  his  arms  and  gathered 
me  to  his  breast  and  held  me  tight.  I  broke 
into  a  httle  passion  of  sobs,  but  shed  no 
tears. 

'  You  are  free,'  I  cried,  drawing  from  him 
and  grasping  his  hands  and  looking  into  his 
dear  eyes. 

'  Not  yet !  Not  yet  !  '  he  answered 
hoarsely,  as  though  his  voice  had  been 
strained  by  shouting.     '  But,  dear  heart,  we 
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are  together  and  may  talk  together  now.  Mr. 
Bates,  step  in.' 

They  were  alone.  He  shut  the  door  when 
the  mate  entered. 

'  This  is  Marian  Johnstone,  the  lady  I  was 
to  have  married,  the  lady  who  accompanied 
me  on  board  this  ship  in  the  East  India  Docks. 
She  followed  me  into  this  accursed  vessel  and, 
herself  a  woman  of  wealth  and  a  lady  by 
birth,  has  waited  at  your  table,  stooped  to 
the  vile  drudgery  of  the  cuddy,  worked  like 
a  convict,  associated  with  men  no  better  than 
convicts,  that  she  might  be  in  sympathy  with 
me  in  my  degradation.  May  she  find  a  re- 
ward ! '  he  cried,  raising  his  hands  and  speak- 
ing in  a  broken  voice.  '  Do  you  stare,  Mr. 
Bates  ?  Why,  yes,  to  be  sure  ;  she  was  a  boy 
and  a  cabin  bottle-washer  to  your  habit  of 
thouorht  down  to  a  minute  aero.  But  the 
secret  of  her  sex  is  yours.  This  is  her  cousin. 
Will.  Sir,  on  your  honour,  this  lady  is  still  a 
boy  amongst  us,  and  you  know  nothing.  Con- 
sider our  company.  Give  me  your  hand 
upon  it.' 

Mr.  Bates  extended  his  hand,   and  Tom 
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grasped  it.  The  mate  was  a  man  of  a  some- 
what slow  turn  of  mind.  He  looked  at  me 
hard  whilst  he  retained  his  grasp  of  my  sweet- 
heart's hand,  and  said  :  '  I  have  been  thinking 
as  much  for  some  time.  There  never  was  a 
boy  with  your  skin  and  eyes.  Butler's  a 
lucky  man ! ' 

'  A  wronged  man  ! '  I  cried. 

'  I  said  so  when  I  read  the  papers,  and 
I've  been  saying  it  ever  since  aboard  this 
ship,  as  you  know,  Johnstone.' 

'  She  shipped  as  Simon  Marlowe,'  said 
Tom,  '  and  so  she  remains — that's  understood. 
Mr.  Bates,  you  stop  here  with  her  and  John- 
stone. I'll  bring  Abram  and  others  presently. 
The  wolves  are  tearing  the  cuddy  to  pieces  in 
their  rage  to  eat  and  drink.  No  man'll  harm 
you  as  my  friend.  You  three  are  my  friends 
— friends  ! '  he  cried,  and  again  he  took  me 
in  his  arms  and  held  me  to  him,  then  pas- 
sionately broke  away  and  said,  speaking  fast 
and  harshly  and  with  a  fierceness  I  had 
noticed  in  his  whispers :  '  They'll  not  hurt 
you !     The  devils  are   helpless  without   me. 

VOL.  II.  T 
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There's  not  a  navigator  amongst  them.  It 
was  concerted  I  was  to  take  charge,  and  I  do 
so  on  my  own  terms.' 

'  Wliat  have  they  done  with  the  captain  ?  ' 
cried  Mr.  Bates. 

'  He's  in  the  prisoners'  quarters  along  with 
the  doctor  and  Captain  Barrett  and  the  sur- 
vivors of  the  guard.  I  fear  the  bad  part  of 
your  sailors  more  than  the  convicts.  There 
must  be  no  bloodshed.  But  let  them  yell  and 
roar.  Give  the  mad  spirits  of  the  brutes  time 
to  languish.  They  have  their  liberty,  but  it 
is  not  the  liberty  of  the  shore,  and  they'll  not 
know  what  to  do  with  it  presently  when  they 
sober  down  and  look  around.  Marian,  my 
brave  heart ! '  For  the  third  time  he  pressed 
me  to  him  and  stepped  out,  bidding  us  leave 
the  door  unbolted  and  to  stay  till  he  returned. 

His  face  was  white,  hard  and  wild  ;  his 
manner  that  of  one  who  is  full  of  rage  and 
whose  struggle  to  command  it  fills  his  eyes 
with  the  light  of  madness.  Mr.  Bates  gazed 
at  me  when  the  door  closed  upon  my  sweet- 
heart, and,  plunging  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
said  :  '  I  owe  him  my  life.     He  locked  me  in 
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my  cabin,  and  a  number  of  the  convicts  were 
forcing  tlie  door  when  he  thrust  through  and 
brought  me  out.  He  shouted  :  '•  Men,  I  have 
three  friends ;  two  are  5'oungsters  below,  this 
is  the  third.  You  know  our  compact.  You 
know  who  this  man  is.  You  liave  seen  him 
often  enough.  He  is  an  old  shipmate  of  mine 
and  a  friend,  and  if  a  hair  of  his  is  harmed, 
you  sail  the  ship  yourselves."  The  cuddy  was 
full  of  convicts  ;  but  there  fell  a  silence  whilst 
he  roared  this  out.  He  has  a  noble  voice. 
He  put  his  arm  through  mine  and  walked  me 
to  the  hatch.  The  devils  fell  away  from  me 
and  started  shouting  on  other  matters,  as 
though  I  was  out  of  it  and  concerned  them  no 
longer.  He  saved  my  life.  They've  killed 
poor  Masters.     They  would  have  killed  me.' 

'  Is  the  second  mate  dead  ?  '  gasped  Will. 

'  Butler  told  me  so.  Masters  showed  fiofht 
when  they  killed  the  sentry  and  rushed  on  to 
the  poop,  and  he  was  cut  down.  So  Butler 
told  me  as  we  came  here.  The  convicts  got 
hold  of  the  soldiers'  arms,  and  it  was  all  done 
out  of  hand.  And  what's  to  become  of  the 
ship  ?  ' 

T  2 
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'  What  will  tliey  do  with  the  captain  and 
the  doctor  ?  '  said  Will. 

'  How  many  have  been  killed  ? '  I  asked. 

'  Three  convicts  were  dropped  by  the  sen- 
tries,' answered  Will.  '  Suppose  them  dead. 
Then  two  soldiers.  Then  the  lieutenant  and 
Mr.  Masters.  The  tally'll  run  to  near  half  a 
score,  sir,'  said  he,  looking  at  the  mate. 

'  And  you're  a  cousin  of  this  lady  ? '  said 
Mr.  Bates. 

'  I'm  no  lady  on  board  this  ship.  Pray 
take  heed,  sir  ! '  I  cried. 

'  She  has  nothing  to  do  with  this  business ! ' 
cried  my  cousin.  '  She  was  afraid  of  losing 
sight  of  Captain  Butler  if  she  followed  him  in 
another  ship.' 

The  poor  man  durst  not  ask  questions,  for 
fear  of  offending  me. 

'  What  noise  is  that  ?  '  cried  Will. 

I  heard  a  kind  of  pounding,  like  the  stroke 
of  a  pump  or  the  hitting  of  timber.  Mr.  Bates 
put  his  head  out  of  the  door  to  listen.  A 
dull,  confused  tumult  of  voices  came  down 
the  hatch — wild  cries  as  of  mad  or  drunken 
delight ;  but  I  seemed  to  catch  a  level  note 
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in  the  hubbub,  and  supposed  that  the  tirst 
dehrium  and  wild-beast-hke  transports  were 
passing. 

Mr.  Bates  was  about  to  shut  the  door, 
when  he  was  arrested  by  a  noise  of  rushincr 
feet.  He  looked  out,  and  said:  'Here's  a 
mob  of  convicts  streaming  into  the  steerage  ! ' 

I  pushed  past  him  and  took  the  door- 
handle from  his  grasp,  opened  the  door  wide, 
and  stood  in  the  way.  The  convicts  were 
abreast  of  me  in  a  moment,  twenty  or  thirty 
of  them.  They  shouted  as  they  ran,  using 
language  which  has  gone  from  my  memory. 
I  guessed  they  had  come  to  sack  the  cabins 
down  here,  from  the  nature  of  their  shouts 
one  to  another  ;  but  they  roared  so  hoarsely, 
their  oaths  were  so  plentiful  and  unintelhgible, 
their  speech  so  hard  to  understand,  some 
of  them  being  of  the  provinces,  that  I  could 
only  conjecture  their  designs.  My  voice, 
though  contralto,  was  piercing  and  clear.  I 
cried  out  :   '  Do  you  know  who  we  are  P  ' 

'Ain't  they  Butler's  lot?'  shouted  one  of 
them. 

'  Yes,  the  three  of  us,'  I  cried.     '  He'll  be 
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here  in  a  nioment,  along  with  Barney  Abram. 
We're  keeping  out  of  the  muddle  above  till 
you've  found  out  who's  your  friends.' 

'  It's  the  spunky  young  devil  as  jawed  tlie 
doctor,'  said  a  voice. 

'  This  is  my  cabin,'  said  I.  '  There's  no- 
thing to  take  in  it.  But  what's  your  friend's, 
he  keeps,  don't  he  ?  Look  here  !  I've  been 
with  you,  if  not  of  you,  and  tasted  every  joy 
of  yours  but  your  irons,  curse  them  ! '  and 
with  a  swao^o'eringf,  bouncincr  roUickint^  man- 
ner  I  sprang  to  my  bunk  and  pulled  out  the 
convict  mattress  and  pillow  and  flung  them 
on  the  deck.  '  No.  240,'  I  cried,  pointing, 
and  forcing  a  shout  of  laughter. 

Some  of  the  convicts  echoed  that  insane 
burst  of  merriment.  Their  laughter  was 
hideous  with  its  note  of  raw  hoarseness. 

'  What's  that  bundle  there  ? '  cried  one 
of  them,  a  heavy-jawed,  low-browed  ruffian. 

'  Skins  and  yacks  and  dummies  is  it,  my 
bulger  ?  Where's  your  ])al  ?  '  cried  another 
man. 

'  Show  out !  Show  out ! '  roared  a  third 
voice. 
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'  It's  woman's  clothes.  Look  and  then  let 
them  be,'  I  cried,  still  preserving  my  bouncing, 
dare-devil  air. 

They  were  elbowing  in ;  the  atmosphere 
was  sickening  with  the  fellows'  warm,  hard 
breathing.  Many  of  them,  I  judged,  had  got 
at  the  cuddy  stock  of  liquor.  Will  and  the 
mate  stood  side  by  side  in  a  corner.  Xever 
shall  I  forget  the  show  of  faces  that  con- 
fronted me ;  men  ^vNTLth  broken  noses ;  one 
with  a  hare-hp  ;  one  with  a  diabolical  squint. 
Some  were  gray,  two  or  three  a  flaming  red. 
But  the  features  and  colour  counted  for  no- 
thing ;  their  looks  were  devilish  and  horrible, 
and  the  prevailing  expression  an  infuriate 
triumph  of  the  basest  spirits,  inflamed  by 
drink  and  animated  yet  by  the  brutal  and 
maddening  lust  of  plunder. 

At  this  instant  I  heard  Tom's  voice  at  the 
back  of  the  crowd.  He  cried  out  :  '  Is  this 
fair?  Is  this  how  their  promises  are  to  be 
kept  ?  What  have  they  done  ?  Abram,  help 
me  to  clear  this  cabin.' 

The  rearmost  of  the  convicts  were  violently 
twisted  out  of  the  doorway  ;  as  Tom  forced 
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his  way  in,  the  fellows  reeled  to  the  thrust  of 
his  elbows.  Abram  was  shouting  :  '  Out,  you 
cub  !  A  bargid's  a  bargid.  You've  no  right 
here  ! '  And  whilst  he  shouted  he  lay  about 
liim,  and  some  of  the  men  absolutely  flew 
before  the  prodigious  thrust  of  his  arm, 
tumbhng  others  down  as  they  bounded,  until 
perhaps-  a  dozen  of  the  felons  lay  sprawling 
in  the  passage  outside  the  cabin  door,  cursing, 
roaring,  laughing  and  filling  the  place  with 
the  infernal  din  of  a  madhouse. 

'  Is  it  all  right  with  you,  Marlowe  ?  '  cried 
Tom  passionately. 

'  All  right,'  I  answered,  '  and  right  also 
with  our  two  friends.' 

'  Dow  look  here !  '  exclaimed  Barney 
Abram,  whom  I  did  not  instantly  recognise, 
for  he  had  removed  his  convict  clothes  and 
wore  a  long  pea-coat,  cap  and  trousers  be- 
longing to  Captain  Sutherland.  '  Look  here  ! ' 
he  exclaimed,  addressing  the  convicts,  who 
stood  in  a  crowd  at  the  cabin  door.  '  Our 
agreebet  with  Butler  was  that  his  two  yug 
freds  was  to  be  let  alode.  It  was  probised. 
Why  dote  you  keep  your  word  ?     D'ye  dow 
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where  y'  are  ?  You're  at  sea,  and  there's  dot 
a  bad  you  cad  trust  the  ship  to  but  Butler,' 
and  here  he  put  his  immense  hand  upon  Tom's 
shoulder.  '  There's  a  third  party  he's  asked 
our  kideness  for.  He  shall  have  it.  We  owe 
hib  do  grudge.  The  chief  bate  of  this  ship's 
always  beed  a  quiet  bad.  Did  ady  bad  ever 
hear  hib  slig  a  hard  word  at  a  prisoder  ?  He's 
Butler's  fred,  ad  that's  edough.  Butler's  our 
fred,  ad'll  carry  you  in  safety  to  where  you 
bay  scatter.     Ate  that  what  you  want  ?  ' 

'  We  never  came  'ere  to  'urt  'em,'  said  one 
of  the  convicts. 

'  D'ye  know  them  now  ?  '  shouted  Tom. 
'  Look,  and  tell  all  hands  of  you,  fore  and  aft, 
that  these  three  are  my  friends  and  are  not  to 
be  molested.  If  they  are  not  well  used  by 
you  all,  if  the  smallest  injury  befalls  them 
through  any  one  of  you,  I  instantly  chuck  the 
job  of  navigating  the  ship.  You  may  threaten 
me  ;  you  may  torture  me  ;  you  may  hang  me. 
I'll  fling  the  navigating  instruments  overboard, 
and  leave  the  ship  to  drown  you  on  a  lee 
shore  or  to  run  foul  of  an  Encrlish  man-of- 
war.' 
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I  cannot  express  the  savageness  with 
which  he  spoke ;  the  hatred  and  contempt 
with  which  he  surveyed  the  crowd  of  ugly 
rascals. 

'  That's  plaid  English  !  Are  you  satisfied  ?  ' 
cried  Barney  Abram,  clapping  his  hands  on 
his  thighs  and  stooping  and  howling  his  words 
at  them. 

'  Come  along,  bullies  !  No  use  wasting 
time  here  ! '  cried  a  voice. 

In  a  moment  the  convicts  broke  away. 
They  burst  into  the  cabin  next  door  and  filled 
the  pantry,  and  I  heard  them  laughing  and 
yelling  as  they  flung  the  food  they  found  at  one 
another  and  dashed  the  crockery  against  the 
bulkhead.     Tom  shut  the  door. 

'Ad  'ow  are  you,  yug  gentlebud?'  said 
Abram,  ofiering  me  his  hand.  '  So  the  doctor 
wadted  to  bake  be  your  pal,  eh  ?  He  preaches 
a  good  serbud,'  he  added,  shutting  one  eye 
and  looking  at  Mr.  Bates.  '  What  d'ye  thik 
of  this,  sir,  for  a  piece  of  orgadisatiod  ?  Is  it 
prettily  badaged  ? ' 

'  It  is  grandly  managed,'  said  I,  answering 
for  the  mate,  who  seemed  incapable  of  speech, 
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and  who  stood  staring  at  the  repulsive,  mas- 
sive, small-poxed  face  and  wonderful  figure  of 
the  prize-fighter  with  looks  of  dread  and 
aversion.  'You,  ]\Ir.  Abram,  will  have  been 
the  genius  of  tliis  splendid  stroke.' 

'  I  thik  I  bay  claib  to  'ave  'ad  a  small  'ad 
in  it,'  he  answered,  with  an  indescribable 
smirk  of  self-complacency,  as  he  gazed  at 
Tom. 

'  Hark  at  those  brutes  outside  !  '  cried  my 
sweetheart.  '  There'll  be  no  navigation, 
there'll  be  nothing  to  be  done  with  the  ship 
if  those  hell-hounds  are  not  to  be  brought 
under  some  sort  of  government.' 

'  You  bust  let  theb  howl  it  out  of  theb- 
selves.  They've  got  at  the  drik  and  that's 
dot  going  to  quiet  'eb,'  said  Abram.  '  Perhaps 
sub  of  theb  will  be  jubping  overboard  presedly, 
or  going  for  each  other  with  the  soldiers' 
sballarbs  ;  we're  rather  duberous.' 

He  spoke  with  a  great  afiectation  of  gen- 
tility and  superiority.  At  any  other  time 
I  should  have  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter  at 
the  fellow's  grotesque,  genteel  air,  coupled 
with   the  indescribable  leering  smirk  of  self- 
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complacency  that  was  fixed  upon  his  pitted 
face. 

'  Captain  Butler,  what  use  can  you  make 
of  me  ? '  said  Mr.  Bates,  finding  his  voice  on  a 
sudden.  '  I  owe  you  my  life,  and  I  want  to 
prove  myself  grateful,  and  I  want  to  show 
myself  grateful  for  Mr.  Abram's  friendship 
and  protection.' 

'  Let  Mr.  Bates  go  and  take  charge  of  the 
deck,'  said  Tom,  looking  at  Abram. 

Abram,  with  a  cunning  grin,  shook  his 
head.  '  Trust  the  ship  to  wud  of  her  bates  ! 
Reckon  that  he  's  going  to  steer  you  to  the 
port  agreed  upod  for  our  dispersal  ?  He'll 
wait  upod  you ! '  said  Abram. 

'  The  ship  must  be  watched,'  said  Tom. 
'  Suppose  a  squall  should  burst  down  upon 
us !  Suppose  something  with  paddle-wheels 
and  a  white  pennant  flying  should  heave  into 
sight ! '  he  added  with  an  oath  which  I  had 
never  before  heard  in  his  mouth,  and  looking 
Abram  fiercely  in  the  face  as  he  spoke.  '  How 
am  I  to  teach  these  wretches  common-sense  ? 
The  ship  must  be  watched  ! '  he  shouted. 
'  Am  I  to  be  your  only  man  ?     Is  it   to  be 
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a  twenty-four-hours'  look-out  with  me  day- 
after  day  until  I  bring  you  in  sight  of  the 
land  we  agree  to  make  ?  Bates,  you  are 
still  first  mate  of  this  ship  under  me.  You 
won't  go  wrong.  You'll  have  no  chance. 
I'd  blow  out  the  brains  of  any  man  who'd 
imperil  the  hberty  I've  regained  this  morn- 
ing!' 

His  eyes  flashed,  his  face  filled  with  blood, 
he  took  a  step  and  put  his  arms  round  my 
neck  and  stood  so,  scarcely  sensible,  it  seemed 
to  me,  of  what  he  did. 

'  I'll  back  you,  Tom  ! '  said  I.  '  The  liberty 
you've  this  day  got  you'll  keep.' 

Abram  burst  out  laughing.  I  felt,  and 
was  amazed  to  feel  Tom's  influence  over  this 
ruffian. 

'  Your  httle  fred's  got  the  spu'k,  Butler,' 
said  he.  'A  bugful  of  it  wouldn't  hurt  that 
lad  there,'  he  continued,  nodding  at  Will. 

'  He  is  my  cousin,'  said  I.  '  Don't  ques- 
tion his  courage.  He's  fresh  from  seeing  men 
butchered  and  thrown  alive  overboard.  You 
are  the  greatest  fighter  in  all  England,  with 
the  finest  endurance   and  pluck  of  any  man 
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that  ever  entered  a  ring  ;  therefore,  Mr. 
Abram,  you  have  a  soft  heart.  Courage 
and  kindness  go  hand  in  hand.  Bear  with 
that  lad.     He  is  horror-stricken.' 

'  Do  deed  for  such  sedsatiods,  by  warbler,' 
said  the  prize-fighter,  grinning  with  gratifica- 
tion and  stepping  up  to  Will.  '  Give  us  your 
arb.  I'll  take  yours.  Bates.  Dow  let's  step 
od  deck.     I  wadt  air  ad  a  drink.' 
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CHAPTEE  XXXni 

SHE    DESCKIBES    THE    BEHAVIOUR    OF    THE 
COXYICTS 

On  tlieir  going  out,  Tom  shut  the  door  and 
locked  it,  then,  catching  me  in  his  arms, 
called  me  by  twenty  caressing  words  and 
kissed  and  blessed  me  for  my  love  and  devo- 
tion. I  cried  and  lost  my  self-control,  and 
some  time  elapsed  before  we  were  composed 
enough  to  talk.  He  then  spoke  of  the  Arab 
Chiefs  and  told  me  again  how  the  conspiracy 
against  him  had  been  contrived.  His  face 
blackened  and  he  turned  motionless  with 
wrath  when  he  mentioned  Eotch  and  the 
other.  I  see  him  now  after  he  had  said  : 
'  Marian,  I  swear  by  and  before  the  great  and 
just  and  merciful  God  of  Heaven  that  I  am 
as  guiltless  of  the  crime  for  which  I  am  here 

as    you,    and    that   Eotch    and   Nodder ' 

Then  he  stopped.     He  stood  without  a  stir. 
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his  face  blackened,  and  his  eyes  became  en- 
larged and  fixed.  Nothing  moved  but  his 
lips,  which  convulsively  opened  and  shut.  His 
expression  was  one  of  horror   and  dreadful 


rage. 


I  was  terrified,  and  threw  my  arms  round 
his  neck  and  kissed  him.  He  fetched  two  or 
three  deep  sighs,  and  picked  his  convict  cap 
out  of  the  upper  bunk  and  fanned  himself 
with  it.  He  then  quickly  rallied,  but  turned 
as  deadly  pale  as  his  looks  had  before  been 
black  and  terrible,  and  held  me  by  the  hand 
a  minute,  watching  me  with  a  smile  of  heart- 
moving  sadness.  '  But  God  will  not  suffer  it ! 
But  God  will  not  suffer  it ! '  he  muttered 
brokenly ;  and  a  minute  later,  in  a  collected 
voice,  he  talked  to  me  of  his  sufferings  in  the 
London  jails,  of  what  he  had  endured  on 
board  the  hulk  and  in  the  dockyard. 

I  strove  to  bring  him  away  from  these 
maddening  memories  by  speaking  of  myself, 
but  I  presently  saw  it  did  him  good  to  let 
loose  his  thoughts. 

Meanwhile,  a  second  mob  of  convicts, 
attracted  by  the  noise  below,  had  come  down 
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into  the  steerage  and  were  swelling  the  chorus 
of  yells  and  oaths  which  the  felons  were  roar- 
ing out.  I  heard  a  frequent  splintering  of 
wood,  as  though  drawers  and  doors  and 
lockers  were  being  forced  and  smashed.  The 
ruffians'  object,  unless  it  were  diabolic  wan- 
tonness, I  could  not  imagine  ;  the  cabins 
there  were  few.  One  was  full  of  some  kind 
of  stores  ;  then  there  was  the  pantry ;  the 
other  berths  were  empty  ;  maybe  the  villains 
beat  and  splintered  the  woodwork  and  did 
what  injury  they  could  with  the  tools  they 
handled  out  of  rage  and  spite  at  being  baulked 
in  their  hunt  for  booty. 

'  Do  they  mean  to  wreck  the  ship  ?  '  said  I. 
'  Are  they  men  or  beasts  ?      Listen  to  them  ! ' 

'  They're  beasts  !  Don't  I  know  !  But 
why  do  they  shout  and  roar  ?  After  the  long 
discipline  of  silence,  I  could  roar  myself.  It 
has  made  a  devil  of  me.' 

'  What  you  are,  I  am,'  said  I. 

He  shook  his  head  passionately,  and  said  : 
'My  business  will  be  to  get  out  of  tliis  ship 
with  you  quickly.  They  trust  me,  and  their 
trust   will   be   my   opportunity.      How   long 

VOL.  11.  u 
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should  I  keep  you  in   this   ship   of  demons  ? 

There's   Bates   and  there's  young  Johnstone. 

I    have    a    scheme.      The    three    of    us    are 

sailors.' 

'  Are    the    convicts    without    any    chiefs, 

without  any  liead  they  are  wilhng  to  own  ? 

If  there's  no  discipline,  what  must  happen  ? 

They'll  get  at  the  liquor ;    they'll    eat    and 

waste  the  provisions  ;  they'll  knock  the  ship 

to  pieces  and  sink  her.     Is  that  the  wretches' 

idea  of  liberty  ?  ' 

'There  are  heads;  Abram's  one.     There 

are  others  I  needn't  name.  I'm  supposed  to 
be  one,  as  taking  charge  of  the  ship.  They'll 
fall  into  some  sort  of  order  by-and-by.  Many 
of  them  are  not  wholly  beasts,  and  they'll 
understand  for  their  lives'  sake  what's  wanted 
and  what  must  be  done.  Marian,  I  had  no 
hand  in  this  business.  They  asked  me  if  I'd 
navi<]^ate  the  ship  if  the  prisoners  seized  her. 
I  said  yes,  and  that  that  would  be  my  share 
in  the  outbreak.  I'd  do  no  more  ;  I'd  have 
no  man's  blood  upon  my  head.  If  they  seized 
the  ship,  good  and  well ;  I'd  navigate  her  to 
any  agreed  part  of  the  world.     Understand 
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me,  Marian,  I  am  accountable  for  no  life  that 
has  been  lost  to-day.     What  is  that  bundle  ?  ' 

I  explained. 

'  The  clothes  may  prove  useful,'  said  he. 
He  pointed  to  the  convict's  mattress  on  deck 
and  said  ;  '  Has  that  been  your  bed  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  dear.' 

He  tossed  his  hands  and  looked  at  me 
with  a  face  of  sorrow  and  love,  then  put  the 
parcel  into  my  bunk  and  the  mattress  on  top 
of  it. 

'  They'll  give  me  the  captain's  cabin,'  said 
he,  '  and  you  must  be  near  me.  I  couldn't 
rest  to  think  of  you  sleeping  down  here.  The 
men'll  be  filling  these  cabins ;  they'll  sleep  in 
bowhnes  over  the  side  sooner  than  occupy  the 
prisoners'  quarters,  though  many  of  them'41 
have  to  live  down  there  all  the  same.  Come 
with  me  on  deck.     I  must  see  what's  doing.' 

'Be  careful  how  you  address  me,  Tom. 
I  must  be  thought  a  boy  whilst  I  am  in  this 
ship.' 

We  went  out,  and  he  locked  the  door  after 
him  and  gave  me  the  key.  He  shouted  to  the 
convicts,  some  of  whom  seemed  to  be  dancinL% 
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Others  playing  at  leap-frog,  whilst  others 
again  ran  in  and  out  of  the  pantry  and  cabins 
hallooing  like  madmen  :  '  Let  no  man  enter 
that  berth  !  My  friend  occupies  it,  and  that's 
enough  ! '  He  then  passed  his  arm  through 
mine,  and  we  walked  to  the  steps  of  the  hatch 
that  led  into  the  cuddy. 

I  never  could  have  imagined  such  a  scene 
as  this  interior  presented.  Most  of  the  tall, 
thin  sheets  of  lookins^-crlass  had  been  shivered. 
The  doors  of  the  cabins  lay  open,  and  the 
decks  were  covered  with  the  tossed  and  tum- 
bled contents  of  rifled  drawers,  lockers,  and 
boxes.  The  convicts  had  found  good  booty 
in  these  cabins.  Here  had  slept  the  captain, 
the  two  mates,  the  military  officers,  and  the 
surgeon-superintendent,  and  one  or  two  spare 
berths  aft  had  been  filled  with  certain  valuable 
consignments  to  Sydney,  to  which  port  the 
ship  was  to  have  proceeded  after  discharging 
her  cargo  of  criminals  at  Hob  art  Town. 

The  place  was  crowded  with  the  felons. 
They  stood  two  and  three  deep  at  the  table, 
which,  as  you  will  remember,  1  and  my  asso- 
ciate had  prepared  for  breakfast.     One  of  the 
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aftermost  berths  had  been  used  as  a  cabin 
larder  ;  here  the  prisoners  had  found  plenty 
to  eat  and  drink.  The  table  was  strewn  with 
tins  of  meat,  pots  of  preserves,  bottles  of  beer, 
biscuits,  bones  of  ham,  and  so  forth.  The 
fellows  bawled  to  one  another  to  pass  this  and 
that ;  to  hand  the  ale  along ;  to  sling  that 
bottle  of  sherry  across.  They  knocked  the 
heads  off  the  bottles  and,  after  emptying  them, 
threw  them  on  the  deck. 

The  drink  had  mounted  into  the  beads  of 
many,  and  the  din  of  their  shouts,  songs,  and 
laughter,  their  filthy  language  and  hideous 
raillery,  would  have  drowned  the  noise  of  a 
thunderstorm.  Here  and  there  lay  portions 
of  convicts'  clothes  torn  into  shreds.  Many 
of  the  felons  were  dressed  in  plundered 
apparel.  A  man  at  the  foot  of  the  table  wore 
the  doctor's  naval  coat ;  others  the  clothes 
which  had  belonged  to  Lieutenant  Chimmo 
and  Captain  Barrett.  A  few  had  attired 
themselves  in  the  uniforms  of  these  officers, 
one  in  a  tunic,  another  in  the  trousers,  a  third 
in  a  military  cloak.  One  fellow  who  ran  past 
us  had  the  subaltern's  sword  strapped  to  his  hip. 
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'  Which  was  the  captain's  cabin  ? '  said 
Tom. 

We  looked  into  it ;  it  had  been  sacked 
like  the  rest ;  the  lockers  opened  and  the 
contents  looted ;  tlie  lid  of  a  large  sea-chest 
was  smashed  as  though  by  a  chopper ;  but 
they  had  left  the  nautical  instruments  alone, 
perhaps  guessing  their  importance.  The 
chronometers  were  safe ;  there  were  sextants 
in  their  cases  on  a  shelf;  the  nautical  books 
of  reference  were  untouched ;  but  the  charts 
had  been  emptied  out  of  their  bags,  as  though 
the  convicts  supposed  more  was  to  be  found 
inside  them  than  rolls  of  paper. 

We  stepped  on  to  the  main-deck.  The 
barricades  had  been  beaten  down,  and  the 
decks  were  covered  with  chips  and  fragments 
of  timber.  I  now  understood  what  had  occa- 
sioned the  pounding  noise  I  had  heard.  A 
dreadful  stain  of  blood  marked  the  spot  where 
the  quarter-deck  sentry  had  been  felled.  A 
couple  of  convicts  stood  with  muskets  and 
fixed  bayonets  at  the  main  hatch.  Some  food 
and  bottles  of  beer  were  beside  them,  and 
they  drank  and    ate,  and    chatted  in   harsh 


THE    BEHAVIOUR   OF   THE    CONVICTS     295 

syllables.  The  doors  and  barricade  arrange- 
ments here  had  been  demolished.  Gratings 
covered  the  hatch.  The  cage-like  bars  wJiich 
descended  to  the  lower-deck,  with  the  door- 
way to  admit  of  the  passage  of  but  one  man 
at  a  time,  still  remained.  I  supposed  that 
the  door  in  the  steerage  bulkhead  was  secured 
and  guarded. 

Thirty  or  forty  convicts  lingered  about 
this  part  of  the  ship.  They  seemed  ihe  quietest 
portion  of  the  vile  rabble.  They  hung  in 
groups  or  marched  up  and  down  in  little 
gangs.  Some  were  dressed  in  the  clothes  of 
the  soldiers.  Others,  again,  wore  the  jackets 
and  coats  of  the  seamen  and  soldiers.  It  was 
clear  that  the  forecastle  and  barracks  had 
been  stormed  and  plundered,  though  possibly 
the  chests  of  the  loyal  portion  of  the  crew 
only  had  been  rifled. 

I  looked  about  me  for  the  sailors,  and 
counted  five  or  six  talking  to  a  little  crowd 
of  convicts  near  the  ship's  galley.  I  saw 
nothing  of  Mr.  Balls  nor  the  other  petty 
officers  of  the  vessel.  Tom  said  he  supposed 
they  had  been  driven  below  with  the  orderly 
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part  of  the  crew  and  were  in  the  prisoners* 
quarters  together  with  the  captain,  the  doctor, 
Captain  Barrett,  the  survivors  of  the  guard, 
the  women,  and  others. 

There  might  have  been  fifty  or  sixty  con- 
victs upon  the  poop.  I  spied  Will  standing 
beside  a  convict  right  aft.  I  took  the  man  to 
be  a  convict  until  I  had  stared  awhile,  and 
then  I  saw  it  was  Mr.  Bates,  the  chief  mate, 
who  had  evidently  been  forced  to  change 
clothes  with  a  felon.  Will,  however,  was 
dressed  as  usual.  The  wheel  was  deserted. 
The  calm  was  profound ;  the  sea  flat  and 
slieeting  into  the  dim,  hot  distance  like  a  sur- 
face of  quicksilver.  The  sun  was  now  high 
and  pouring  in  splendour  into  the  vast  mirror 
of  the  deep,  and  his  light  was  stinging  with 
heat,  early  as  the  hour  yet  was. 

A  convict,  flushed  with  drink,  reeled  up 
to  me  and  shouted  :  '  Here's  one  that  ain't  of 
us  !  Change  clothes,  my  beauty  !  Off  with 
them  duds  ! '  and  he  pulled  at  his  own  coat  in 
a  drunken,  wrestling  way  to  remove  it. 

Tom  took  him  by  the  throat,  and,  running 
him  backward  until  he  was  abreast  of  the 
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convicts'  galley,  flung  him  into  the  door  with 
a  bitter  curse,  and  the  fellow  fell  with  a 
crash.  My  sweetheart  shouted  to  the  mob  of 
convicts  who  stood  near  the  ship's  galley  with 
the  sailors  : 

'  Keep  that  drunken  ruflSan  off  me  or  I 
shall  kill  him  !  D'ye  know  my  compact  ?  If 
this  lad  is  touched  or  hurt ' — and  he  stepped 
back  to  put  his  hand  on  my  shoulder,  whilst 
he  roared  out  these  words  in  a  voice  of  fury 
— '  you  shall  sail  the  ship  amongst  you ! 
You  shall  run  her  ashore  and  drown  every 
mother's  son  aboard  !  You  shall  run  her  into 
a  man-of-war,  and  find  as  many  gibbets  as  you 
have  necks  I ' 

As  he  spoke,  the  drunken  convict  stag- 
gered out  of  the  galley  with  blood  on  his  face 
from  his  nose  ;  he  cursed  wildly  and  inco- 
herently, and  was  approaching  Tom  in  a 
fighting  posture. 

'  It's  all  right,  Butler,'  bawled  a  felon,  'get 
away  aft  to  your  quarters  and  look  to  the 
ship ! ' 

'  It's  time  ! '  cried  a  seaman,  and  as  this 
was  said   three  of  the  convicts  sprang  upon 
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the  drunken  convict  and  thrust  him  back  into 
the  galley. 

'  Lie  there  ! '  roared  one  of  them.  '  Seizing 
the  ship  ain't  getting  our  Hberty,  curse  you  !  ' 

Tom  took  my  arm  and  we  went  toward 
the  poop.  I  was  terribly  frightened.  I  shud- 
dered and  trembled,  and  said  :  '  Where  shall 
I  find  some  convicts'  clothes  ?  Think  if  I 
should  be  forced  to  change  when  you  were 
not  by  to  stop  it ! ' 

He  halted  at  the  foot  of  the  poop-ladder 
and  said :  '  Put  this  on  and  give  me  yours,' 
and  pulled  off  his  convict  coat.  It  was  large 
and  loose,  and  a  more  effectual  disguise  than 
Will's  serge  jacket  or  my  monkey-coat.  It 
was  Will's  serge  that  I  handed  Tom.  He 
found  it  small  and  tossed  it  to  a  young 
convict  who  stood  grinning  at  us  whilst  we 
changed  coats. 

'  111  find  clothes  when  I  want  them,'  said 
he,  and  I  followed  him  up  the  ladder. 

There  were  several  stains  of  blood  about 
the  poop-deck.  The  siglit  made  me  ill.  Tom 
saw  the  sickness  in  my  face  and  exclaimed  : 
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'  The  heat  is  too  much  for  you.  Go  aft  to 
your  cousm  ;  I'll  join  you  in  a  minute.'  He 
then,  standing  at  the  brass  rail,  shouted  :  '  Aft, 
a  couple  of  hands,  and  spread  the  awning  ; 
and  lay  aft  a  hand  to  the  wheel  !  Do  you 
hear  ? ' 

Strained  as  his  voice  had  been  by  previous 
exertion,  it  still  ran^^  clear  and  hiorh,  and  went 
through  the  ship  with  the  carrying  note  of  a 
bell.  I  paused  when  he  shouted,  and  took 
notice  that  the  convicts  on  the  poop,  who 
were  as  fairly  orderly  as  the  fellows  in  the 
waist,  looked  pleased  on  hearing  him  utter 
this  command. 

He  followed  me,  and  we  joined  Mr.  Bates 
and  Will.  Despite  my  sickness,  I  found  a 
difficulty  in  holding  my  face  when  I  viewed 
Mr.  Bates  dressed  as  a  convict.  He  immedi- 
ately said,  addressing  me  :  'I  see  they  have 
figged  you  out,  also,  but  not  to  the  heels,  as 
I  am.  A  fellow  laid  hold  of  me,  though 
Abram  had  my  arm  with  Johnstone  on 
t'other  side  to  let  the  gentry  see  that  we  were 
friends.      Abram   said  ;    "  Change  with  him. 
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You'll  be  safer  in  that  dress  and  they'll  like 
you  the  better  in  it."  ' 

'  He's  right,'  said  Tom. 

Two  sailors  came  aft  to  loose  the  little 
awning  ;  a  third  man  approached  the  wheel. 
He  looked  hard  at  Mr.  Bates  and  burst  into 
a  laugh.  The  mate  wisely  turned  his  back 
upon  him  to  conceal  his  temper,  and  held  his 
peace. 

It  was  no  moment  then  to  resent  an  insult, 
though  this  scoundrel  seaman  had  been  in 
Mr.  Bates's  watch  since  the  beginning  of  the 
voyage,  and,  with  the  rest  of  the  sailors,  had 
always  been  well  used  by  him.  Tom  stepped 
up  to  the  fellow  and  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of 
severity  that  made  the  man  shrink  :  '  I  sup- 
pose that  you  know  I  am  the  commander  of 
this  ship  now  ?  ' 

'  Yes,  sir.' 

'  And  I  suppose  you  know  that  you  are  an 
infernal  mutineer  ?  ' 

The  man  stared  at  him  in  a  hang-dog 
way ;  he  was  the  fellow  who  had  spoken  on 
the  forecastle  that  morning  about  the  roasting 
job  which  lay  before  them. 
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'  My  command,'  continued  Tom,  hissing 
his  speech  into  the  sailor's  face,  '  gives  me  un- 
limited power,  and  if  I  insist  upon  your  being 
hanged,  up  you  go !  Mr.  Bates  is  second  in 
command,  and  he  is  your  chief  mate  still. 
Laugh  again  if  you  dare ! ' 

He  lingered  to  stare  at  the  man,  who 
shuffled,  spat,  looked  uneasily  around  him, 
but  made  no  reply. 

'  Bear  a  hand  with  that  awning,  then,' 
shouted  my  sweetheart  to  the  two  seamen. 
'Larking,  Jephson,  Simmonds,'  he  cried,  ad- 
dressing some  of  a  knot  of  convicts  who 
stood  looking  at  the  sailors,  '  help  those  two 
loafers,  will  ye  ?  Show  'em  what  to  do,  and 
how  it  may  be  done  quickly.  We've  been 
having  our  training,  boys,'  he  added,  witli  a 
great  violent  laugh,  '  whilst  those  chaps  have 
been  a-bed  sucking  their  pipes.' 

Three  of  the  convicts  sprang  to  his  orders, 
as  sailors  would  to  the  command  of  an  officer, 
I  caught  Mr.  Bates  staring  at  Tom  with 
amazement  and  admiration.  Just  then  Barney 
Abram,  dressed  in  Captain  Sutherland's 
clothes,  the  brass  button  on   either  side  the 
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naval  peak  of  his  cap  glittering  in  the  sun, 
came  out  of  a  group  of  eight  or  ten  of  the 
felons,  who  had  been,  earnestly  and  soberly- 
talking  abreast  of  the  foremost  quarter-boat, 
and  walked  up  to  us. 

'  Dow,  Butler,'  he  said,  '  we  wa't  your 
advice.  The  idea  was  to  se'd  the  fellows 
below  adrift.     But  can  we  spare  the  boats  ?  ' 

The  others  of  the  select  crew  he  had  been 
talking  to  followed  him  and  came  about  us. 
The  crowd  was  quickly  swelled  ;  before  Tom 
could  fairly  answer,  the  whole  of  the  con- 
victs on  the  poop  were  swarming  aft  to  the 
wheel,  near  which  we  stood,  to  hear  what  was 
said. 

Tom,  standing  erect,  folded  his  arms  upon 
his  convict  shirt  and,  gazing  fixedly  at  the 
prize-fighter,  said:  'I'll  not  counsel  you.  I 
accept  no  responsibility  where  life  is  con- 
cerned.    That  was  understood.' 

'  You  cad  give  us  ad  idea  ? ' 

Tom  shook  his  head.  '  You  have  put  this 
ship  into  my  hands  and  I'll  carry  her  where 
you  will,'  said  he.  '  I've  got  no  ideas  outside 
that.' 
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I  heard  some  murmurs  as  of  grumbling, 
and  some  of  the  ugly  faces  looked  savage. 

'  You  may  growl  as  you  please,'  said  Tom, 
running  his  eyes  angrily  along  the  crowd  of 
felons.  '  I've  agreed  to  undertake  as  much 
as  you  have  a  right  to  expect.  In  agreeing 
to  take  charge,  I  convert  myself  into  head 
criminal  aboard  you  here  ;  and  of  you  all,  I'm 
the  surest  to  be  hanged  if  we're  taken.  Act 
as  you  please.  Do  what  you  hke.  My  ^^art's 
big  enough,  isn't  it  ?  ' 

'Yar  might  just  answer  a  question!' 
exclaimed  a  convict. 

'  You  want  to  turn  the  people  below 
adrift,'  said  Tom  to  Abram.     '  Do  so.' 

Mr.  Bates  looked  at  the  sultry,  breathless 
expanse  of  ocean  ;  I  caught  his  eye  and 
witnessed  horror  and  consternation  in  it. 

'  How  bany  boats  are  we  to  give  'eb  ? ' 
said  Abram. 

'  Eeckon  the  number  of  people,  then  find 
out  the  carrying  capacity  of  the  long-boat  and 
quarter-boats.  See  that  they  are  plentifully 
watered  and  provisioned.  Give  'em  a  sextant 
and  charts,  sails,  oars,  and  rudders ;   let  them 
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be  wanting  in  nothing.  It  may  tell  for  us, 
Abram.  That's  all  I  mean  to  say — the  rest 
you  can  do  for  yourselves.' 

Whilst  Tom  spoke,  the  prize-fighter's 
dead-black,  fiery  eyes  were  fixed  upon  Mr. 
Bates  ;  his  pock-marked  face  wore  its  habitual 
sardonic,  leering,  self-complacent  expression. 

'  Is  it  understood,'  said  he,  '  that  Bates  is 
to  help  you  to  sail  this  ship  ? ' 

'  Certainly.  I  must  have  help.  I've  told 
you  I  can't  stand  a  twenty-four-hours'  watch. 
I  ask  for  no  better  sailor  to  help  me  than 
Bates.' 

'  He  was  one  of  the  ship's  officers,  and 
we'll  hold  you  responsible  for  his  behaviour 
if  you  employ  him,'  said  one  of  the  convicts, 
a  tall,  thin,  gray-haired  man,  dehcate,  with 
something  of  refinement  in  his  face,  speaking 
with  an  educated  accent. 

'  Parsons,  I  can't  navigate  this  ship  alone. 
I  suppose  you  know  that,'  said  Tom,  with 
heat. 

'  We  shall  want  to  feel  when  we've  turned 
in  that  we're  being  honestly  steered,'  answered 
the  convict. 
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(Tom  afterward  told  me  that  this  man  had 
been  a  surgeon  in  a  fair  way  of  practice  in  a 
London  suburb,  and  had  been  sentenced  to 
transportation  for  hfe  for  arson.) 

'  What  do  you  know  about  the  sea  r  '  cried 
my  sweetheart,  with  the  utmost  scorn. 
'  Abram,  I  can  endure  sensible  opposition, 
but  this  sort  of  jaw  is  swinish.  !My  neck'll 
fit  a  halter  as  well  as  his,'  he  added,  pointing 
to  Parsons  ;  'but  my  life  is  more  precious, 
certainly,  for  you'd  not  miss  him  if  he  dropped 
overboard ;  but  let  me  go,  and  if  this  gentle- 
man,' and  here  he  clapped  Bates  upon  the 
shoulder,  'refused  to  stand  by  you,  and  carry 
you  to  an  agreed  part  of  the  world,  I'd  give 
you  a  week  to  be  dismasted,  to  be  pumping 
for  your  lives,  to  be  in  the  utmost  extremity. 
Have  you  sought  your  liberty  to  end  as  puffed 
and  green  carcasses  a  hundred  fathoms  deep 
over  the  side  if  the  sharks  let  you  plumb  that 
depth  ? ' 

'There's  too  buch  talk,'  said  Barney 
Abram.  'Is  every  bad  to  be  baster?  But- 
ler's the  agreed  captid.  He  chooses  Bates  to 
help  hib.     Bates  he  shall  have,  ad  to  prove 
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that  we  trust  hib  he  shall  give  directions  for 
getting  the  boat  over  and  sedding  the  prisoders 
adrift.  Cub  along,  sir,  and  give  us  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  you  sig  out.' 

He  passed  his  giant  arm  through  the  poor 
mate's  and  walked  off  with  him  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  main-deck.  The  convicts  followed 
to  a  man,  talking  eagerly  and  tumultuously 
as  they  pressed  forward  in  the  wake  of  the 
two.  I  said  softly,  that  the  fellow  at  the 
wheel  might  not  hear  me  :  '  They  seem  afraid 
of  you,  Tom.' 

'  I  am  one  of  them,'  he  answered,  bitterly. 
'  They  are  not  afraid  of  me.  But  the  thought- 
ful amongst  them  know  they  are  helpless 
without  me,  and  the  other  wretches  are  in- 
fluenced by  the  few  who  can  think.' 


END    OF   THE   SECOND   VOLUME 


PRIXTED    BY 

8P0TTISW00DE   AXD    CO.,    NEW-STREBT  SQUARS 

LOXDOX 


CHATTO    &    WINDUS'S 

LIST  OF  CHEAP  POPULAR  NOVELS 

BY  THE   BEST   AUTHORS. 

Picture    Covers,    TWO  SHILLINGS    each. 


BY  HAMILTON  kM. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon. 
Confidences. 

BY  MARY  ALBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley's  Daughter. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  ? 
Valerie's  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
strange  Stories. 
Phili3tia. 
Babylon. 

The  Beckoning  Hand 
In  All  Shades. 
For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
This  Mortal  CoiL 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Domareaq's  Daughter. 
The  Duchess  of  Powysland, 
Blood-Royal. 

Ivan  Greet's  Masterpiece. 
The  Scallywag, 

BY  EDWIN  LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Phra  the  PhcEuician. 

BY  FRANK  BARRETT. 

A  Ptccoiling  Vengeance. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John  Ford  ;  Si  His  Helpmate. 
Honest  Davie. 
A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Folly  Morrison. 
Lieutenant  Barnabas. 
Found  Guilty. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
Between  Life  and  Death, 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassonlich. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 

Grantley  Grange. 

BY  BESANT  AND  RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Giri- 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 


BY  WALTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  6c  Cou  iitioni  of  Men< 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  For^ter, 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
World  went  very  well  then. 
Herr  Paulus.  i 

For  Faith  and  Freedom,  ! 

To  Call  her  Mine. 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's.  i 

The  Holy  flose.  | 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse.  I 

St.  Katherine's  by  the  Tower. 
The  Ivory  Gate,  i 

Verbena  Camellia  Stephanotis 
The  Rebel  Queen  , 

BY  AMBROSE  BIERCE,       ' 

In  the  Mi  i-t  wt  Life. 

^     BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE.       ! 

Camp  Notes.  , 

Savage  Life.  j 

Chronicles  of  No-Man's  Land,  I 

BY  HAROLD  BRYDGES. 

Uncle  Sam  at  boiLO. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.       i 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.      I 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man.  ' 

Annan  Water.  j 

The  New  Abe^ard. 

The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 

Love  3Ie  for  Ever. 

Matt :  a  Storj-  of  a  Caravan. 

Foxglove  Manor,  ' 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

The  Heir  of  Linne.  i 

_       BY  HALL  CAINE. 

The  .-shadow  or  a  Crime. 
A  Son  of  Hagar. 
The  Deemster. 

BY  COMMANDER  CAMERON. 

Cruise  of  the  •  Black  Prince.' 

BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 

Deceivers  Ever. 

Juliet's  Guardian. 

CHIEF  INSPECTOR  CAVANA6H. 

Scotland  Yari  Past  A:  Present 
BY  AUSTIN  CLARE.  i 

For  the  Love  of  a  Lass, 

BY  MRS.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 

Paul  FerroU. 

Whv  Paul  Fen-  •!!  Ki^le-l  Wife.  I 

_BY  MACLAREN  C03BAN.       I 

The  Cure  of  .-ouis. 
The  Red  Sultan. 

BYC.  ALLSTON  COLLINS, 

The  Bar  Sinister. 


BY  WILKIE  COLLINS. 

Armadale. 

After  Dark, 

No  Name. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  White. 

The  Moonst-Dne. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch, 

Miss  or  Mrs.? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Leep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Hatmted  Hotel. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel's  Daughter. 

The  Black  Robe. 

Heart  and  Science. 

'  I  say  No.' 

The  Evil  Genius. 

Little  Novels. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

Bund  Love. 

BY  MORTIMER  COLLINS. 

Sweet  Anne  Page. 

Transmigration. 

From  Midnight  to  ilidnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

MORT.  AND  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Sweet  and  Twenty. 
Frances. 

The  Village  Comedy, 
You  Play  Me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
BY  M.  J.COLQUHOUN. 

Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

BY  BUTTON  COOK, 
Leo, 
Paul  Foster's  Da'ightcr. 

BY  C,  EGBERT  CRACDOCK. 

The    Propnet   of    the    Great 
Smoky  Mountain .«. 

BY  MAH  CRIM. 

Adventures  of  a  Fair  Il'/«L 

BY  B.  M.  CROKER. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
Proper  Pride. 
A  Bird  of  Passage, 
Diana  Barrington, 
'To  Let." 
A  Family  Likeness. 


London:  CHATTO  £  WINDUS,  214  PiccadiUy,  17. 


TWO-SHILLING  POPULAR  NOVELS. 


BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist. 

BY  ERASMUS  DAWSON. 

The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE, 

A  Castle  ill  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears. 
Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 

Sketches  bv  Boz. 
Oliver  Twist. 
Nicholas  Nicklebv. 

BY  DICK  DONOVAN. 

The  Man-hunter. 

Caught  at  Last ! 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Who  Poisorsd  Hetty  Duncan  ? 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs. 

In  the  G  rip  of  the  Law. 

Wanted! 

From  Information  Received. 

Tracked  to  Doom. 

Link  by  Link. 

Suspicion  Aroused. 

Dark  Deeds. 

The  Long  Arm  of  the  Law. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honour. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

Felicia. 
Ejtty. 

BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 

Eoxy. 

BY  G.  MANVILLE  FENN. 

The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  the  Deed. 

BY  PERCY  FITZ6ERALD. 

Bella  Donna. 

PoDy. 

The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

Never  Forgotten. 

The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Fatal  Zero. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD,  &c. 

strange  Secrets. 
BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 

Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

Olympia. 
One  by  One. 
Queen  Cophetua. 
A  Real  Queen. 
King  or  Knave. 
Romances  of  the  Law. 


BY  R.  E.  FRANGILLCN-ct'"'^- 

Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 

BY  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl. 

PREFACED  BY  BARTLE  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  HAIN  FRISWELL. 

One  of  Two. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

BY  GILBERT  GAUL. 

A  Strange  Manuscript  Found 
in  a  Copper  CyUnder. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  the  World  Say  ? 

In  Honour  Bound. 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

In  Pastures  Green. 

The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

The  Golden  Shaft. 

Of  High  Degree. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

Heart's  Delight. 

Fancy  Free. 

Loving  a  Dream. 

A  Hard  Knot. 

Blood-Money. 

BY  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 

James  Duke. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 

BY  ERNEST  GLANVILLE, 

The  Lost  Heiress. 
The  Fossicker. 
A  Fair  Colonist. 

BY  REV.  S.  BARING  GOULD, 

Eve. 

Red  Spider. 

BY  HENRY  GREVILLE. 

A  Noble  Woman. 
Nikanor. 

BY  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 

Coriuth'a  Alaraziou. 

BY  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

BY  JOHN  HABBERTON. 

Brueton's  Bayou. 
Country  Luck. 

BY  ANDREW  HALLIDAY. 

Every-Day  Papers. 

BY  LADY  DUFFUS  HARDY. 

Paul  W'vnters  Sacrifice. 

BYTHOMAS  HAROY. 

Unier  the  Greenwood  Tree. 


BY  BRET  HARTE. 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 

The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 

Califomian  Stories. 

Gabriel  Conroy. 

Flip. 

Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

A  Waif  of  the  P]ainf=. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate. 

BY  J.  BERWICK  HARWCOD. 

The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 

Garth. 

EUice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Stroma. 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

Beatrix  Randolph. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Love— or  a  Nam**. 

David     Poindextcr's    Disap* 

pearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

BY  SIR  ARTHUR  HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Blron. 

BY  HENRY  HERMAN. 
A  Leading  Lad  v. 

BY  HEADOJt  HILL. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 
BY  JOHN  HILL. 

Treason-Felony. 

BY  MRS.  CASHFL  KOEY. 

The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  h'0?PER. 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIGHE  HOPKINS. 

'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  HUN6ERF0RD. 

In  Durance  Yile. 

A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 

A  Mental  Struggle. 

MarveL 

A  Modem  Circe. 

Lady  Yemer's  Flight. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

Thomicrof  t"s  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self -Condemned. 
That  Other  Person. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOC 

Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  WILLIAM  JAMESON. 

My  Dead  Self. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Quern  of  Ccnnaught. 

BY  MARK  KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 


London:  CHATTO  d  WIND  US,  2U  Piccadilly,  W. 


TWO-SHILLIXG  POPULAR  NOVELS. 


BY  R.  ASHE  KIN6. 

A  Drawn  Game. 

'  The  W  earing  of  the  Green.' 

Passion's  Slave. 

Bell  Barrr. 

BY  JOHN  LEYS, 

The  Lindsays. 

BY  E.  LYKN  LINTON. 

Patricia  Kemball. 

Atonement  of  Leam  Dondae. 

The  World  WeU  Lost 

Under  which  Lord  ? 

With  a  Silken  Thread. 

The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

'  My  Lcve ! ' 

lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

Sowing  the  Win'l. 

BY  HENRY  W,  lyCY. 

Gideon  Flevce. 

BY  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY, 

Dear  Lady  Dis-lain. 

The  Waterdale  ^'eighbours. 

My  Eu<  my's  Daufehter. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Eochford. 

iliss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote. 

The  Coo-et  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

Cam'ola:  Girl  with  aFortune. 

The  Dictator. 

Bed  Diana  ones. 

BY  HUGH  MacGOLL. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

BY  MRS,  MACDONELL. 

Quaker  Consii  s. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQ'JOID. 

The  Evil  Eye. 
Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 

The  New  Republic. 
Romance  of  the  19  th  Century. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRYAT. 

Fighting  the  Air. 
Written  in  Fire. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Open!  Sesame! 

BY  J,  MASTERMAN, 

Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  t'.    St«i. 

BY  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  wh     ^  as  Good. 

BY  JEAN  MIODLEMASS. 

Touch  a^  d  '  r  . 
Mr.  Dorillio   . 

BY  MRS,  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  lUct-^ry. 


BY  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Wonderful. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 
BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY, 

A  Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Tal  Strange. 

A  Model  Father. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Hearts. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 

Time's  Eevenee;, 

A  WEsted  Crime. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY  AND 
HENRY  HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Rettims. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 

BY  HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  ot  bluff. 
A  Sons  of  Sixx->ence. 

BY  HUME  NISBET, 

'Bail  Up! ' 

Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON, 

The  Unforeseen. 
Chance  ?  or  Fate  ? 

BY  6E0R6ES  OHNET, 
Doctor  Ramean. 
A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladies. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 

Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil  Castlemaine's  Gage. 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Moths. 

Friendship, 

Pipistrello. 

Bimbi. 

In  Maremma. 


BY  OUIDA-c^^"f"'"'-^^ 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 

Princess  Napraxine. 
Two  Little  Wf  oden  Shoes, 
A  Village  Commune. 
Othmar. 
Guild  eroy. 


Syrlin. 

Santa  Barbara. 

"Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos. 

BY  MARGARET  A5NES  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck's  Tutor. 
I  Murphy's  Master, 
'  A  County  Family 
;  At  Her  Mercy. 
I  A  Woman's  Vengeance, 
I  Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
I  The  Family  Scapegrace. 
j  The  Foster  Brothers. 
'  The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Found  Dead. 

Walter's  Word. 
j  Halves. 
'  Fallen  Fortunes. 

What  He  Cost  Her. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
I  A  Marine  Re-idence. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Mirk  Abbey. 
I  Not  Wooed,  but  "Won. 

£200  Reward. 

Less  Black  than  Painted. 

By  Proxy. 

High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 
I  Carlyon's  Year. 

A  Confidential  Agent, 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

From  Exile. 

Kit  :  a  Memory. 

For  Cash  Only. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 

Holiday  Tasks. 

Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 

The  BurDt  Milhon. 

The  Word  and  the  WilL 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 

Svmny  Stories. 

A  Trvin?  Patient. 

"  BY  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 
Tne  Mystery  of  Marie  RogeU 


London:  CHATTO  &  WIND  US,  214  Piccadilly,  W, 


TWO-SHILLING  POP U LAB  NOVELS. 


BY  MRS,  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina. 

Gerald. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

The  Foreigners. 

BY  RICHARD  PRYGE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Aflfectlons. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Woffinerton. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  LoveMe  Long. 
Foul  Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  "Wandering  Heir. 
A  SimplPtxin. 
A  Worn  an -Hater. 
Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good  Stories  of  Men,  &c. 
The  .Tilt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 

Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Weird  Stories. 
Fairy  Water. 

Prince  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse. 
Idle  Tales. 

BY  AMfLIE  RIVES. 

Barbara  Dering. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JAMES  RUNCIMAN, 

Skippers  an-l  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

BY  W.  CLARK  RUSSELL. 

Round  the  Gallev  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
Mystery  of  the  '  Ocean  Star.* 
Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 


BY  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 

The  Junior  Dean. 

The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's. 

To  his  Own  Master. 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA. 

Gaslight  arid  Davlight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 
The  Two  Dreamers. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 

Joan  Merr>  weather. 
The  High  Mills. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Sebastian. 
Heart  Salvage. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o"  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Marv  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To-day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkletcp's  Crime. 
Zeph  :  a  Circus  Story. 
My  Two  Wives. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  HAWLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

BY  T.  W.  SPEIGHT.    ^ 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
The  Golden  Hoop. 
By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked. 
Back  to  Life. 
The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo's  Romance. 
Quittance  in  Full. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 

Proud  Maisie. 
The  Yiolin-player. 
Cressida. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Golden  Lion  of  Granp^re, 

The  American  Senator. 

Frau  Frohmann. 
'  Marion  Fay. 
I  Kept  in  the  Dark. 
;  The  Land-Leaguers. 
I  John  Caldigate. 


BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE. 

Anne  Furuess. 

Mabel's  Progress. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  J.  T.  TROWBRIDGE. 
FameU's  Folly. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novels. 

„       BY  MARK  TWAIN. 

Tom  Sawjer. 

A  Tramp  Abroad. 

The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 

Pleasure  Trip  on  Continent. 

The  Gilded  Age. 

Huckleberry  Finn. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 

The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 

Mark  Twain's  Sketches. 

A  Yankee   at   the  Court  of 

King  Arthur. 
The  £1,000,000  Bank-note. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 
The  Huguenot  Family. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
Beauty  and  the  BeaJt. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mud  go's  City. 
Disappeared. 
Lady  BelL 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  BlackhaU  GhostJ. 

BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

BY  ALLEN  UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen. 

BY  ARTEMUS  WARD. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

BY  AARON  WATSON  AND 
LILLIAS  WASSERMANN. 

The  Marquis  ot  Carabas. 

BY  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 

Trust-Money. 

BY  MRS.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 

A  Child  Widow. 

BY  J.  S.  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life. 
Regimental  Legends. 

BY  H.  F.  WOOD. 

Passenger  from  Scotland  Yart. 
Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sabina. 
BY  CELIA  PARKER  W03LLEY. 

Rachel  Armstrong, 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 

Castaway. 

The  Forlorn  Hope. 

Land  at  Last. 
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214,  Piccadilly,  London,  W. 
ABOUT  (EDMOND).-THE  FELLAH:   An  Egyptian  Novel.     Trans- 

lated  by  Sir  Randal  Roberts.     Post  ttvo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

ADAMS  (W.  DAVENPORT),  WORKS  BY. 

A  DICTIONARY  OP  THE  DRAMA :  The  Plays,  Playwrights,  Plavers,  and  Playhouses 

of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America.    Cr.  8vo,  half-bound,  iSs.  6d.  [Preparing. 

QUIPS  AND  QUIDDITIES.  Selected  by  W.  D.  Adams.  Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  gs.  6d. 

AGONY  COLUMN  (THE)   OF    "THE   TIMES,"  from  1800  to  1870. 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2^.  6d. 

AIDE  (HAMILTON),  WORKS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
CARR  OF  CARRLYON. |    CONFIDENCES. 

ALBERT  (MARY).-BROOKE  FINCHLEY'S  DAUGHTER.    Post  8vo, 

picture  boards,  8». ;  cloth  limp,  gai.  6tl. 

ALDEN  (W.  L.).-A  LOST  SOUL.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d. 

ALEXANDER  (MRS.),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
MAID,  WIFE,  OR  WIDOW? |    VALERIE'S  FATE. 

ALLEN  (F.  M.).-GREEN  AS  GRASS. 

Smyth.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3w.  t>d. 

ATri^NTGRANTrWORKS  BY. 


With  a  Frontispiece  by  J. 


THE  EVOLUTIONIST  AT  LARGE.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
POST-PRANDIAL  PHILOSOPHY.    Crown  Svo,  art  linen.  3s.  6d. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  tt<l.  each  :post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '2m.  each. 


THE  DUCHESS  OF 
POWYSLAND. 

BLOOD  ROYAL. 

IVAN    GREET'S    MASTER- 
PIECE. 

THE  SCALLYWAG. 


PHILISTIA.  THE   DEVIL'S  DIE 

BABYLON.  THIS  MORTAL  COIL. 

STRANGE   STORIES.  THE   TENTS  OF   SHEM 

BECKONING  HAND.  THE   GREAT   TABOO. 

FOR  MAIMIE'S  SAKE.  DUHARESQ'S     DAUGH 
IN   ALL  SHADES.  TER. 

DR.  PALLISER'S  PATIENT.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Is.  6d. 
AT  MARKET  VALUE.     Two  Vols.,  ciown  Svo,  cloth,  lOs.  net 
UNDER  SEALED  ORDERS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  15s.  net 

ARNOLD  (EDWIN  LESTER),   STORIES   BY.  '' 

THE  WONDERFUL  ADVENTURES  OF  PHRA  THE  PHOENICIAN.  With  12  Illusts 
by  H.  M.  Paget.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. :  post  Svo,  illust   boards   *2s  ' 

THE  CONSTABLE  OF  ST.  NICHOLAS.  With  Front,  by  S.  Wood.  Cr.  Svo,  cl    S'  «d 

ARTEMUS   WARD'S   WORKS.    With  Portrait  and  Facsimile.  '  Cro'^^ 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.— Also  a  Popular  Edition,  post  Svo.  picture  boards  2*. 

THE  GENIAL  SHOWMAN  :   Life  and  Adventures  of  Artemus  Ward     B^Vd%a^ 
P.  Kingston.     With  a  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

ASHTON   (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      CrownSvo,  cloth  extra,  rs.ttd,  each * 

HISTORY  OF  THE  CHAP-BOOKS  OF  THE   18th  CENTURY.     With  -,^4  IllJsts 
SOCIAL  LIFE  IN  THE  REIGN  OF  QUEEN  ANNE.    With  8^  Illustrations 
HUMOUR,  WIT,  AND  SATIRE  OF  SEVENTEENTH  CENTURY.     \Vth&2  IHust, 
ENGLISH  CARICATURE  AND  SATIRE  ON  NAPOLEON  THE  Fl W.  11  ■; IlStsL 
MODERN  STREET  BA.LLADS.    With  57  lUustrations.  *i»»A.  nsllliwta^- 
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PACTERIA,  YEAST  FUNGI,  AND  ALLIED  SPECIES,  A  SYNOPSIS 

•■^    OP.     By  W.  B.  Grove.  B.A.     With  87  Illustrations.  Crowp  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  <»«l. 

BARDSLEY  (REV.  C.  W.),  WORKS  BY.     ,        "T       ,   ^  ^    ^^ 

ENGLISH  SURNAMES:  Their  Sou-ces  and  Significations.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  78.  tod, 
CURIOSITIES    OF    PURITAN    NOMENCLATURE.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

BARING  GOULD  (S.,  Author  of  "John  Herring,"  &c.),  NOVELS  BY. 
Crown  8vo  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
RED  SPIDER.  I    EYE. 

BARR  (ROBERT :  LUKE  SHARP),  STORIES  BY.  Cr.  Svo,  ci..  3*.  6d.  ea. 

IN  A  STEAMER  CHAIR.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  Demain  Hammond. 
FROM  WHOSE  BOURNE,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations. 

BARRETT  (FRANK),  NOVELS  BY.  ,   .  „    ^ .       , 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each 


FETTERED    FOR   LIFE, 
THE  SIN  OF  OLGA  ZASSOULICH. 
BETWEEN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 
FOLLY  MORRISON.  I  HONEST  DAYIE. 
LITTLE  LADY  LINTON. 


A  PRODIGAL'S  PROGRESS. 
JOHN  FORD;  and  HIS  HELPMATE. 
A  RECOILING  VENGEANCE. 
LIEUT.BARNABAS.  I  FOUND  GUILTY. 
FOR  LOYE  AND  HONOUR. 


THE  WOMAN  OF  THE  IRotJ   BRACELETS.     Crown  Svo.  cloth.  38.  «d. 

BEACONSFIELD,  LORD.  By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth,"5s] 
BEAUCHAMP  (S).— GRANTLEY  GRANGE.  Post  8vo,  iiiust.  boards.  28. 
BEAUTIFUL  PICTURES  BY  BRITISH  ARTISTS  :  A  Gathering  from 

the  Picture  Galleries,  engraved  on  Steel.     Imperial  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  2l8. 

BECHSTEIN  (LUDWIG).— AS  PRETTY  AS  SEVEN,  and  other  German 

Stories.     With  Additional  Tales  by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  98  Illustrations  by 
RiCHTER.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  iis.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7a.  6d. 

BESANT  (WALTER),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr  8vo  cl.  ex.,  3s.  Od.  each  ;  post  bvo.  illust.  bds.,  2s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  3».  6d.  each. 
ALL  SORTS  AND  CONDITIONS  OF  MEN.  With  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  CAPTAINS'   ROOM,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
ALL  IN  A  GARDEN  FAIR.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
DOROTHY  FORSTER.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 
UNCLE  JACK,  and  other  Stories  |  CHILDREN  OF  GIBEON. 

THE  WORLD  WENT  YERY  WELL  THEN.  With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier. 
HERR  PAULUS:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall. 

FOR  FAITH  AND  FREEDOM.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddt, 
TO  CALL  HER  MINE,  &c.     With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier, 
THE  BELL  OF  ST.  PAUL'S. 

THE  HOLY  ROSE,&c.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard. 

ARMOREL  OF  LYCNESSE:  A  Romance  of  To-day.  With  12  Illusts.  by  F.Barnard, 
ST.  KATHERINE'S  BY  THE  TOWER.     With  12  page  Illustrations  by  C.  Green. 
VERBENA  CAMELLIA  STEPHAKOTIS,  &c.      |      THE  lYORY  GATE:  A  Novel. 

THE   REBEL  QUEEN. 

BEYOND  THE  DREAMS  OF  AYARICB.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  69. 

IN  DEACON'S  ORDERS,  &c.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  63.      ^May. 

FIFTY  YEARS  AGO.    With  144  Piates  and  Woodcuts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5», 

THE  EULOGY  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.    With  Portrait.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  «*. 

LONDON.     With  125  Illustrations.     JNew  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  «d. 

SIR  RICHARD  WHITTINGTON.     Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  art  linen,  3s.  Gd. 

GASPARD  DE  COLIGN Y.     With  a  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  art  linen,  3s.  tfd. 

AS  WE  ARE  :  AS  WE  MAY  BE  :   Social  Essays.    Crown  Svo,  linen,  Os.     iShortly. 

THE  ART  OF  FICTION.     Demy  Svo.  Is. 

BESANT  (WALTER)  AND  JAMES  RICE,   NOVELS  BY, 

Ci.'^vo.  cl.ex..  3s.  ttd.  each  :  post  Svo, illust.  bds..  2s.  each;  cl.  limp,  2».  Cd.  each. 
READY-MONEY  MORTIBOY.  BY   CELIA'S  ARBOUR. 


MY   LITTLE  GIRL. 
WITH  HARP  AND   CROWN. 
THIS  SON   OF  YULCAN. 
THE  GOLDEN   BUTTERFLY. 
THE   MONKS  OF  THELEMA. 


THE  CHAPLAIN   OF  THE    FLEET. 
THE   SEAMY    SIDE. 
THE   CASE   OF   MR.  LUCRAFT.   &c. 
'TWAS    IN   TRAFALGAR'S   BAY,   &c 
THE    TEN    YEARS'   TENANT,   &c. 


There  is  also  a  LIBRARY  EDITION  of  the  abova  Twelve  Volumes,  handsomely' 
Bet  in  new  type  on  a  large  crown  Svo  page,  and  bound  in  cloth  extra.  «s.  each;  an(£ 
a  POPULAR  EDITION  of  THE  GOLDEN  BUTTERFLY,  medium  Svo,  6d. ;  cloth,  is. 
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BEERBOHM  (JULIUS).— WANDERINGS  IN  PATAGONIA;   or,  Life 

a.nong  the  Ostrich  Hunters.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cioth  extra.  3s.  6«I. 

BELLEW  (FRANK).— THE  ART  OF  AMUSING:  A  Collection  of  Grace- 

ful  Arts,  Games.  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.    300  lUnsts.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex..  4-"*.  ttd. 

BENNETT    (W.   C,   LL.D.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  ^s.  each. 
A   BALLAD  HISTORY  OF    ENGLAND,    j  SONGS   FOR   SAILORS. 

BEWICK  (THOMAS)  AND  HIS  PUPILS.    By  Austin  Dobson.    With 

95  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Cs.  

BIER~CETaMBROSE).— IN  THE  MIDST  OF  LIFE :  Tales  of  Soldiers 

and  Civilians.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  (i*. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

BILL  NYE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  UNITED  STATES.    With  146  Illus- 

trations  by  F.  Offer.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  '.jy*.  <jd. 

BLACKBURN'S  (HENRY)  ART  HANDBOOKS. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1875, 1877-86,1383,   GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  III.,  1833-90. 

1890,  1892-1895,  each  Is.  [May.  AV.th  233  lUusts.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


ACADEMY  NOTES,  1873-79.  Complete 

in  One  Vol.,  with  6:c  lilusts.     Cloth,  6a. 

ACADEMY  NOTES,  1880-84.  Conaplete 

in  One  \'o'.,  with  ::-j  Il/jsis.     Cloth,  Ss. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  1877.    6d. 
GROSYENOR  NOTES,  separate  years, 

from  1878-1890,  each  Is. 

GROSYENOR  NOTES,  Vol.  I.,  1877-82. 

With  T'-,  111  j<:t=.    De.-ny  Svo.  cloth,  6s. 

GROSYENOR NOTES,Vol.  II.,  1883-87. 

With  3:0  I.!us:s.    Deniy  Svo,  clo'h,  6s. 


THE  NEW  GALLERY,  1838-1893.    With 

numerous  Iliubtratiocs,  each  13.  iMay. 

THE  NEW  GALLERY,  Vol.  I.,  138S  18S2. 

With  23  J  II  •j^t.rs.ti-:  n;.     De.-ny  ?vo,  cloth.  63. 

ENGLISH  PICTURES  at  the  NATIONAL 

GALLERY.     A\  ith  114  Mustrations.     Is. 
OLD    MASTERS    AT     THE    NATIONAL 

GALLERY.    M'ith  128  Illunrarions.    Is.  6d. 

ILLUSTRATED  CATALOGUE  TO  THE 

NATIONAL  GALLERY.    142  lUusts.,  ci.,  3s. 


THE  PARIS   SALON,  1894.     With  Facsimile  Sketches.    3s. 


BLIND  (MATHILDE),  Poems  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  5s.  each. 

THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN. 

DRAMAS  IN  MINIATURE.     With  a  Frontispiece  bv  Ford  Madox  Brown. 
SONGS  AND  SONNETS.    Fcap.  Svo,  velium  and  g6ld. 

BOURNE  (H.  R.  FOX),  WORKS  BY. 

ENGLISH  MERCHANTS  :    Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Com- 
merce.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
ENGLISH  NEWSPAPERS:  The  Histarv  of  Journalism.  Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.,  25s. 
THE  OTHER  SIDE  OF  THE  EMIN  PASHA  RELIEF  EXPEDITION.    Cr.  Svo.  fts. 

BOWfRS  (GEORGE).-LEAVES  FROM   A  HUNTING    JOURNAL. 

Oblong  tolio,  half-bound,  21s. 

BOYLE  (FREDERICK),  WORKS  BY.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  Doards.  2s.  each. 
CHRONICLES  OF  NO-MAN'S   LAND.    |      CAMP   NOTES.    |      SAYAGE  LIFE. 

BRAND  (JOHN).-OBSERVATIONS  ON  POPULAR  ANTIQUlflES  * 

chiefly  illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Superstitions. 
With  the  Additions  of  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  and  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  tn,  Od. 

BREWER  (REV.   DR.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  READER'S  HANDBOOK  OF  ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,  AND 
STORIES.     Seventeenth  Fhonsand      ''rown  -^vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

AUTHORS  AND  THEIR  WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES:  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"  The  Reader's    Handbook."  separately  printed.     Crown  Svo,  c'oth  limp,  2s. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF   MIRACLES.     Crown  Svo.  cioth  extra,  7s.  fid. 

BREWSTER  (SIR  DAVID),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cl.  ex..  4s.  Od.  each. 
MORE  WORLDS  THAN  ONE:  Creed  ot  Philosopher  and  Hope  of  Christian.  Plates. 
THE  MARTYRS  OF  SCIENCE:  Galileo.Tycho  Brahe.  and  Kepler.  With  Portraits. 
LETTERS  ON   NATURAL  MAGIC.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN.— GASTRONOMY  AS  A  FINE  ART.  Translated 

by  R.  E.  Anderson,  M.A.     Post  Svo,  half-bound.  2«. 

BURTON  (RICHARD  F.).-THE   BOOK   OF   THE  SWORD.     With 

over  400  Illustrations.    Demy  4to,  cloth  exfa,  'i2s. 

BURTON  (ROBERT).— THE  ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.  With 

Translations  of  the  Quotations.     Demy  Svo,  cioth  extra,  78.  <id. 

MELANCHOLY  ANATOMISED.    Abridgment  of  Burton's  Anat.    Post  Svo,  2s.  Cd. 
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BRET  HARTE,  WORKS  BY.  ..... 

BRET  HARTE'S  COLLECTED  WORKS.    Arranged  and   Revised  by   the  Author. 
LIBRARY  EDITION.    In  Eight  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  tts.  each. 
Vol.       I.  Complete  Poetical  and  Dramatic  Works.    With  Steel  Portrait. 
Vol.     II.  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp— Bohemian  Papers— American  Legends. 
Vol.    III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— Eastern  Sketches. 
Vol.     IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.    |    Vol.  V.  Stories— Condensed  Novels,  &c. 
Vol.    VI.  Tales  OF  THE  Pacific  Slope. 

Vol.  VII.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope— II.  With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie,  R.A. 
Vol.VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 

THE  SELECT  WORKS  OF  BRET  HARTE,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.   With  Introductory 
Essay  by  J.  M.  Bellew,  Portrnit  of  Author,  and  50  Illusts.  Cr.8vo,  cl.  ex..  7».  <><!. 
BRET  HARTE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.  Hand-made  paper  &  buckram.  Cr.8vo,48.«<l. 
THE   QUEEN    OF    THE    PIRATE    ISLE.     With  28  original  Drawings  by  Kate 
Greenaway,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  Edmund  Evans.    Small  4to,  cloth,  58. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd,  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  3s.  each. 
A  WAIF  OF  THE  PLAINS.     With  60  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  WARD  OF  THE  GOLDEN  GATE.    With  59  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  4i<I.  each. 
A  SAPPHO  OF  GREEN  SPRINGS,  &c.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
COLONEL    STARBOTTLE'S   CLIENT,  AND   SOME  OTHER   PEOPLE.    Frontiap. 
SUSY :  A  Novel.    With  Frontispiece  and  Vignette  by  J.  A.  Christie. 
SALLY  DOWS,  &c.    With  47  Illustrations  by  W.  D.  Almond,  &c. 
A  PROTEGEE  OF  JACK  HAMLIN'S.    With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  Small,  &c. 
THE  BELL-RINGER  OF  ANGEL'S,  &c.  39  Illusts.  by  Dudley  Hardy,  &c. 
CLARENflE  :  A  Story  of  the  War.    With  Illustrations.  [Shortly. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  "is,  each. 
GABRIEL  CONROY.  I    THE  LUCK  OP  ROARING  CAMP,  &c. 

AN  HEIRESS  OF  RED  DOG,  &c.        |    CALIFORNIAN  STORIES. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs.  each;  cloth  limp,  tjs.  6d.  each. 

FLIP.  I         MARUJA. I      A  PHYLLIS  OF  THE  SIERRAS. 

Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover.  Is.  each. 
SNOW-BOUND  AT  EAGLE'S. | JEFE^B^GGS'S  LOVE  STORY. 

BRYDGES  (HAROLD).-  UNCLE  SAM  AT  HOIylE.     Post  8vo.  illus- 

trated  boards,  tJs.  ;  cloth  limp,  tJs.  <>tlU 

BUCHANAN  (ROBERT),  WORKS  BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  «s.  each. 
SELECTED  POEMS  OF  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.  With  Frontispiece  by  T.  Dalzieu 
THE   EARTHQUAKE  ;  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

THE  CITY   OF  DREAM:  An  Epic  Poem.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  P.  Macnab. 
THE  WANDERING  JEW ;  A  Christmas  Carol.     Second  Edition. 
THE  OUTCAST  :  A  Rhyme  for  the  Time.    With  15  Illustrations  by  Rudolf  Blind^ 

Peter  Macnab,  and  Hume  Nisbet.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 
ROBERT  BUCHANAN'S  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    With  Steel-plate  Por- 
trait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  <>d.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 


THE   SHADOW  OF  THE   SWORD. 
A  CHILD  OF  NATURE.   Frontispiece, 
GOD  AND  THE  MAN.    With  n  lUus- 

trations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
THE  MARTYRDOM  OF  MADELIKE. 

With  Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  Cooper. 


LOVE   ME   FOR  EVER.    Frontispiece. 
ANNAN  WATER.  |  FOXGLOVE  MANOR* 
THE   NEW  ABELARD. 
MATT  :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.     Frontisp. 
THE  MASTER  OF  THE  MINE.    Front. 
THE  HEIR  OP  LINNE. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3'S.  6d.  each. 

WOMAN  AND  THE  MAN. |      RED  AND  WHITE  HEATHER. 

RACHEL  DENE.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  [Sept. 

LADY  KILPATRICK.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  [Shortly. 

THE   CHARLATAN.      By  Robert  Buchanan  and  Henry  Murray.    Two  Vols., 
crown  gvo.  IPs,  net. ^ 

PAINE    (T.   HALL),    NOVELS    BY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tis.  eacb ;  cloth  limp,  Ss.  ttd.  each. 
SHADOW  OF  A  CRIME.    |    A  SON  OF  HAGAR.         |    THE  DEEMSTER. 


CAMERON  (COMMANDER  V.  LOVETT).— THE   CRUISE  OF  THE 

_  "BLACK  PRINCE"  PRIVATEER.     Post  Svo.  picture  boards,  Ss.       - 

CAMERON  (MRS.  H.  LOVETT),  NOVELS  BY.  Post svo, must. bds., 2*. each. 

JULIET'S  GUARDIAN. DECEIVERS  EVER.      

CARLYLE  (JANE  WELSH),  LIFE  OF.     By  Mrs.  Alexander  Ireland 

Wi'.h  i-'ortraitanfi  Facsimile  Letter.    Sm?,i.i  detriv  8vo.  cic-*b  eyrra,  7*-,  «»d- 
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CARLYLE  (THOMAS)  on  the  CHOICE  of  BOOKS.     Post  Svo,  is.  6d 

CORRESPONDENCE  OF  THOMAS  CARLYLE  ANDR.  VV.  EMERSON,  1834  to  1872. 

Edited  by  C.  E.  Norton.     With  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth,  tJ4s. 

CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  WORKS.— Vol.  I.,  Plays.— Vol.  II.,  Poems  and 
Minor  Translations,  with  Essay  by  A.  C.  Swinburne.— Vol.  III.,  Translations  of 
the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth,  Cis.  each. 

CHAPPLE  (J.  MITCHELL).— THE  MINOR  CHORD:   A  Story  of  a 

Prima  Donna.    Crown  Svo,  art  linen,  lis.  6d. 

CHATTO  (W.  A.)  AND  J.  JACKSON.  —  A  TREATISE  ON  WOOD 

ENGRAVING.    With  450  line  Illustrations.     Large  4to.  half-leather,  g Ss. 
CHAUCER  FOR  CHILDREN  :  A  Golden  Key.     By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis. 

With  8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.     Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1. 
CHAUCER  FOR  SCHOOLS.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  DemySvo.  cloth  limp.  3.«.  6(1. 

CHESS  BOOKS. 

THE  LAWS  AND   PRACTICE  OP   CHESS.    With  an  Analysis  of  the  Openings. 

By  Howard  Staunton.     Edited  by  R.  B.  Wormald.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Ss. 
THE  MINOR  TACTICS  OF  CHESS:  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces. 

By  F.  K.  Young  and  E.  C.  Howell.     Long  fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6(1. 

CLARE  (A.).-FOR  THE  LOVE  OF  A  LASS.  Post  Svo,  2s.  ;  cl.,  25760; 

CLIVE  (MRS.  ARCHER),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo.  illust.  boards  2s.  each. 
PAUL  FERROLL. |      WHY  PAUL  FERROLL  KILLED  HIS  WIFE. 

CLODD  (EDWARD,  F.R.A.S.).-MYTHS  AND  DREAMS.  Cr.8vo.3s.6d. 
COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN),  NOVELS  BY: 

THE  CURE  OF  SOULS.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s, 

THE  RED  SULTAN.     Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  3».  6(1.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  bds  ,  39. 

THE  BURDEN  OF  ISABEL.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  est,  a.  3s.  6(1. 

COLEMAN    (JOHN). -PLAYERS    AND   PLAYWRIGHTS   I    HAVE 

KNOWN.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo.  cloth,  g4s. 

COLERIDGE  (M.  E.)  -SEVEN  SLEEPERS  OF  EPHESUS.    Is.  6d. 
COLLINS  (C.  ALLSTON).-THE  BAR  SINISTER.    Post  8vo.  2s.~~ 
COLLINS  (JOHN  CHURTON,  M.A.),  BOOKS  BY.  " 

ILLUSTRATIONS  OF  TENNYSON.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  ;  A  Biographical  and  Critical  Study.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sa. 

COLLINS  (MORTIMER  AND  FRANCES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .38.  6(1.  each  ;  po.";!  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
FROM  MIDNIGHT  TO  MIDNIGHT.      |      BLACKSMITH  AND  SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION.      1      YOU  PLAY  ME  FALSE.      |      A  VILLAGE  COMEDY. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  28.  each. 
SWEET  ANNE  PAGE.  |  FIGHT  WITH  FORTUNE.  |  SWEET  &  TWENTY.  |  FRANCES. 

COLLINS  (WILKIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6(1.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each ;  cl.  limp,  29.  6d.  each. 
ANTONINA.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
BASIL.     Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahoney. 
HIDE  AND  SEEK.    Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.. A.,  and  J.  Mahovey. 
AFTER  DARK.    Illustrations  by  A.  B.  Houghton.  |    THE  TWO  DESTINIES. 
THE   DEAD   SECRET.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
QUEEN   OP  HEARTS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.   With  Illusts.  by  Sir  J.  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  Eraser. 
NO  NAME.     With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  Millais,  R.A.,  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 
MY   MISCELLANIES.     With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 
ARMADALE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

THE  MOONSTONE.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURiERand  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MAN  AND  WIFE.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
POOR  MISS  FINCH.    Illustrated  bv  G.  Du  Maurier  and  Edward  Hughes. 
MISS  OR  MRS.?    With  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Henry  Woods,  A.R.A. 
THE  NEW  MAGDALEN.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
THE  FROZEN  DEEP.    Illustrated  by  G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 
THE  LAW  AND  THE  LADY.     Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  Sydney  Hall. 
THE  HAUNTED  HOTEL.    Illustrated  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 
THE   FALLEN   LEAVES.    I    HEART  AND  SCIENCE.  I  THE  EYIL  GENIUS. 
JEZEBEL'S  DAUGHTER.        "I   SAY  NO."  LITTLE  NOVELS. 

THE   BLACK  ROBE.  |    A  ROGUE'S  LIFE.  |  THE  LEGACY  OF  CAIN, 

BLIND   LOVE.      \\nh  Preface  by  W.\lter  Besant,  and  Illusts.  by  A.  Forestier. 
THE  WOMAN  IN  WHITE.    Popular  Edition.    Medium  Svo,  6(1. ;  cloth  Is. 
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COLMAN'S  (GEORGE)  HUMOROUS  WORKS  :  "  Broad  Grins  "  "My 

Nightgown  and  Slippers."  &c.    With  Life  and  Frontis.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.  extra.  7».  6d. 

COLQUHOUN  (M.  J.). -EVERY  INCH  A  SOLDIER:   A  Novel.    Post 

8vo.  illustrated  boards,  tf». 

CONVALESCENT  COOKERY:  A  Family  Handbook.    By  Catherine 

Ryan.     Crown  8vo.  Is.;  cloth  limp^  Is.  fid.  

CONWAY  (MONCURE  D.),   WORKS  BY..        ^     ,,  ,     ,       ,  ,^  ^^ 

DEMONOLOGY   AND   DEVIL-LORE.    65  Illustrations.  Two  Vols.  8vo,  cloth,  »M. 
GEORGE  WASHINGTON'S  RULES  OP  CIVILITY.   Fcap.Svo,  Jap.  vellum,  38.  Od. 

COOK  (BUTTON),  NOVELS  HY.  ~  ~~      7~7T 

PAUL  FOSTER'S  DAUGHTER.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  6d.;  post  Svo.illust.  boards,  29. 
LEO.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

rnOPER  (EDWARD  H.)-GEOFFORY  HAMILTON.     Cr.  8vo,  3s.  6d. 
CORNWALL.-POPULAR   ROMANCES    OF   THE  WEST  OF  ENG- 

LAND  •    or    The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.    Collected 
by  Robert  Hunt.  F.R.S.  Two  Steel-plates  by  Geo.Cruikshank.  Cr.8vo.cl.,78.  «d. 

COTES  (V.  CECIL).— TWO  GIRLS  ON  A  BARGE.     With  44  Illustra- 
tions bv  F.  H.  TowNSEND.    Post  8vo.  cloth,  3*.  fid.        

CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT),  STORIES  BY.  . .     .   „ 

PROPHET  OF  THE  GREAT  SMOKY  MOUNTAINS.  Post 8vo, illustrated  boards,  3s. 
HIS  VANISHED  STAR.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  fid. 

CRELLIN  (H.  N.),  BOOKS  BY. 

ROMANCES  of  the  OLD  SERAGLIO.  28  Illusts.  by  S.  L.  Wood.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3a.  6d. 
THE  NAZARENES:    A  Drama.     Crown  Svo.  Is. 

CRIM  (MATT.).— ADVENTURES  OF  A  FAIR  REBEL.     Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  with  a  Frontispiece.  38.  fid.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

CROKER  (MRS.  B.  M.),    NOVELS  BY.      Crown    8vo,   doth    extra,   38.  6d. 
each-  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  38.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  fid.  each. 
PRETTY  MISS  NEVILLE.  I      DIANA  BARRINGTON. 

A  BIRD  OP  PASSAGE.  PROPER  PRIDE. 

A  FAMILY  LIKENESS.      |      "TO  LET." 

MR.  JERVIS.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  13s.  net. 

VILLAGE  TALES  AND  JUNGLE  TRAGEDIES.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  38.  6d. 

CRUIKSHANK'S    COMIC    ALMANACK.     Complete  in  Two  Series: 

The  First  from  1835  to  1843 ;  the  Second  from  1844  to  1853.  A  Gathering  of 
the  Best  Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  Mayhew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  Cruik- 
SHANK,  HiNE,  Landells,  &c.  Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  7s.  fid.  each. 
THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.  by  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84 
Illustrations  and  a  Bibliography      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fis. 

GUMMING  (C.  F.  GORDON),  WORKS  BY.      Demy  8vo.  cl.  ex.,  Ss.  fid.  each. 
IN  THE  HEBRIDES.     With  Autotype  Facsimile  and  23  Illustrations. 
IN  THE   HIMALAYAS  AND  ON  THE  INDIAN  PLAINS.     With  42  Illustrations. 
TWO   HAPPY  YEARS  IN   CEYLON.     With  28  Illustrations. 
VIA  CORNWALL  TO  EGYPT.     With  Photogravure  Frontis.    Demy  Svo.  cl.,rs.  fid. 

CUSSANS  (JOHN  E.).— A  HANDBOOK  OF  HERALDRY ;    with  In- 

structions  for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.  ;  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Coloured  Plates.     Fourth  edition,  revised,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  fis. 

CYPLES(W.)— HEARTS  of  GOLD.  Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6(i.;  post8vo,bds.,2s. 
DANIEL  (GEORGE).-MERRIE  ENGLAND  IN  THE  OLDEN  TIME. 

^     With  Illustrations  by  Robert  Cruikshank.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  fid. 

DAUDET    (ALPHONSE).— THE   EVANGELIST;    or,  Port  Salvation. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

DAVIDSON  (HUGH  COLEMAN).— MR.    SADLER'S    DAUGHTERS. 

With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  fid. 

DAVIES  (DR.  N.  E.  YORKE-),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.  Svo,  is.  ea.;  ch.ls.fid.ea. 
ONE  THOUSAND  MEDICAL  MAXIMS  AND   SURGICAL  HINTS. 
NURSERY   HINTS:   A  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
FOODS  BOR  THE  FAT:    A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 
AIDS  TO  LONQ  LIFE.    Crown  Svo,  38.  $  cloth  limp,  38.  fid. 
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DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.      Collected 

and  Edited,  with  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cloth  boards,  I'^s. _^__ 

DAWSON  (ERASMUS,  M.B.).-THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra.  ."{•.  6<1.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bpards,  'Jn. 

DE  GUERIN  (MAURICE),  THE  JOURNAL  OF.     Edited  by  G.  S. 

Trebutien.     With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.    Translated  from  the  20th  French 
Edition  by  Jessie  P.  Frothisgham.     Fcap.  Svo.  half-bound.  2*.  6d. 

DE  MAISTRE  (XAVIER).-A  JOURNEY  ROUND  MY  ROOM.   Trans- 

lated  by  Henry  Attwell.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  "2*.  tid. 

DE  MILLE  (JAMES).-A  CASTLE  IN  SPAIN.     With  a  Frontispiece. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3».  6d.;  post  3vo.  illustrated  beards.  2»i. 

DERBY  (THE). -THE  BLUE  RIBBON  OF  THE  TURF.    With  Brief 

Accounts  of  The  Oaks.     By  Louis  Henry  Curzon.     Cr.  Svo,  C:C:h  limp,  '2^,  6d. 

DERWENT  (LEITH),  NOVELS  BY.  Cr.Svo.cl..  Ss.ed.  ea.;  post  8vo,bds.,'^8.ea. 
OUR  LADY  OF  TEARS. |    CIRCE'S  LOVERS. 

DEWAR  (T.  R.).— A   RAMBLE  ROUND  THE  GLOBE.     With  220 

Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6d. 

DICKENS  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo.  Ulustrated  boards  2*.  each. 
SKETCHES  BY  BOZ.        |    HICHOLAS  HICKLEBY.        |    OLIVER  TWIST. 

THE  SPEECHES  OP  CHARLES  DICKENS,  iS4i-'37o.  With  a  New  Bibliography 
Edited  by  Richard  Herne   ^khpherd.     Crcvn  Svo,  cloth  extra,   tts. 

JIBOUT  ENGLAHD  WITH  DICKERS.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Iliustrationa 
by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred  Rimmer,  and  others.  Sq.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  0«i. 

DICTIONARIES. 

A  DICTIONARY  OF  MIRACLES:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic     By  the  Rev. 

E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
THE  READER'S   HANDBOOK   OF   ALLUSIONS,  REFERENCES,  PLOTS,    AND 

STORIES.    By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer.  LL.D.   With  an  English  Bibliography. 

Seventeenth  Thousand.     Cro^n  8vo  c'oth  extra  7<t.  6d. 
AUTHORS   AND   THEIR   WORKS,  WITH  THE  DATES,    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.      With  Historical  and  Explana- 

torv  Notes.     Bv  Samuel  A.  Bent,  .A.  M,     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  78.  6d. 
SLANG  DICTIONARY:  Etymolosical,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Cr.  6vo,  cl.,6s.  6d. 
WOMEN  OF  THE  DAY:  A  Biographical  Dictionary.   By  F.Hays.    Cr.8vo,  ci.,  5*. 
WORDS,  FACTS,  AND   PHRASES:    A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out-ot- 

the- Way  Matters.     By  Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Od. 

DIDEROT.— THE  PARADOX  OF  ACTING.  Translated,  with  Notes. 
by  Walter  Herries  Pollock.  With  a  Preface  by  He.nry  Irving.  Crown  Svo, 
parchment,  48.  6d. 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WORKS  BY. 

THOMAS  BEWICK  &  HIS  PUPILS.    With  95  Illustrations.     Sqnaie  Svo,  cloth.  68. 
FOUR  FRENCHWOMEN.    With  i  Portraits.    Crown  bvo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s. 
EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY  VIGNETTES.  Two  Series.  Cr.  Svo.  buckram.  6h.  each. 

DOBSON  (W.  T.)-POETICAL  INGENUITIES  AND  ECCENTRICI- 

TIES.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  2s.  6d. 

DONOVAN  (DICK),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
THE  MAN-HUNTER.  1    WANTED!     1     A  DETECTIVE'S  TRIUMPHS. 
CAUGHT  AT   LAST!  IN  THE  GRIP  OF  THE    LAW. 

TRACKED   AND   TAKT^N.  I     FROM  INFORMATION  RECEIVED. 

WHO  POISONED  HETTY  DUNCAN?       LINK  BY  LINK.        I         DARK  DEEDS. 
8U8PICI0H  AROUSED.       '    THE  LONG  ARM  OF  THE  LAW.  [Scortly. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each  :  post  8vc,  boards,  2s.  each ;  cloth,  Ss.  64.  each. 
THE  MAN  FROM  MANCHESTER.    With  23  Illustrations, 
TRACKED  TO  DOOM.     With  6  full-page  Illustrations  by  Gordon  Browitb. 

DOYLE  (A.  CONAN).-THE  FIRM  OF  GIRDLESTONE:  A  Romance 

oi  the  Unxomantic.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra*  3m,  tt^ 


8  CHATTO   &   WINDUS,   PUBLISHERS,   PICCADILLY. 

DRAMATISTS,    THE   OLD.    with  Vignette  Portraits.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6f«.  per  Vol. 

BEN  JONSON'S  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford.     Edited  by  Col.  Cunningham.   Three  Vols. 

CHAPMAN'S  WORKS.  Complete  in  Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays 
complete;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an  Introductory  Essay 
by  A.  C.  Swinburne  ;  Vol.  III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

H  ASSINGER'S  PLAYS.   From  Gifford's  Text.    Edit  by  CoI.Cunningha m.  OneVol . 

DUNCAN  (SARA  JEANNETTE  :  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7a.  6d.  each. 
A  SOCIAL  DEPARTURE:  How  Orthodocia  and  I  Went  round  the  World  by  Our- 
selves.    With  III  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
AH  AMERICAN  GIRL  IN  LONDON.     With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
THE  SIMPLE  ADVENTURES  OF  A  MEMSAHIB.    Illustrated  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each. 
A  DAUGHTER  OF  TO-DAY.  |    VERNON'S  AUNT.  47  IHust?.  by  Hal  Hurst. 

DYER  (T.  F.  THISELTON,  M.A.).— THE  FOLK-LORE  OF  PLANTS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6tt. 

PARLY   ENGLISH   POETS.     Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annota- 
**       tions,  bv  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES)  COMPLETE  POEMS.     One  Vol. 

DAVIES'  (SIR  JOHN)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Two  Vols. 

HERRICK'S  (ROBERT)  COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    Three  Vols. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)   COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS.    Three  Vols. 

EDGCUMBE  (E.  R.  PEARCE).— ZEPHYRUS  :  A  Holiday  in  Brazil  and 

on  the  River  Plate.     With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

EDISON,  THE  LIFE  &  INVENTIONS  OF  THOMAS  A.  ByW.K.L.and 

A.  Dickson.  With  200  Illustrations  by  R.  F.  Outcalt,  &c.   Demy  4to,  cloth  gilt,  ISs. 

EDWARDES^TMRS.^NNIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

A   POINT  OP  HONOUR.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  its. 

ARCHIE   LOVELL.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  38.  6d. ;  post  8vo.  illust.  boards.  8g. 

EDWARDS    (ELIEZER).— V/ORDS,    FACTS,    AND    PHRASES:    A 

Dictionary  of  Quaint  Matters.     Cro%vn  8vo,  cloth.  7s.  Od. 

EDWARDS  (M.  BETHAM-),  NOVELS  BY. 

KITTY.     Post  8vo.  '2a. ;  cloth,  '^s.  «d.  |         FELICIA.    Post  Svo,  28. 

EGERTON  (REV.  J.  C.).— SUSSEX   FOLK  AND  SUSSEX  WAYS. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wage,  and  4  Illustrations.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  ex.,  5s. 

EGGLESTON  (EDWARD).— ROXY  :  A  Novel.  Post  Svo.  illust.  bds.,2s. 
ENGLISHMAN'S   HOUSE,   THE  :  A  Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 

Selecting  or  Building  a  House ;   with  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.     By  C.  J. 

Richardson.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  600  Illusts.  Crown  Svo,  cloth.  78,  6d. 

EWALD  (ALEX.  CHARLES,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  TIMES   OF    PRINCE    CHARLES    STUART,    Count   of  Albany 

(The  Young  Pretender).     With  a  Portrait,    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 
STORIES  FROM  THE  STATE  PAPERS.    With  an  Autotype.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 6». 
EYES,   OUR  :   How  to  Preserve  Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.     By 
John  Browning.  F.R.A.S.     With  70  Illusts.    Twenty-fourth  Thousand.    Cr.  Svo,  Is. 

"FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS  OF  GREAT  MEN.  By  Samuel  Arthur 

•*■      Bent.  A.M.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

FARADAY  (MICHAEL),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  48.  6d.  each. 
THE  CHEMICAL  HISTORY  OF  A  CANDLE:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 

Audience.  Edited  by  William  Crookes.  F.C.S.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
ON    THE    VARIOUS    FORCES    OF    NATURE,   AND    THEIR    RELATIONS    TO 

EACH  OTHER.    Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

FARRER  (J.  ANSON),  WORKS  BY. 

MILITARY  MANNERS  AND  CUSTOMS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

WAR:  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  "  Military  Manners."     Cr.  8vo.  la. :  cl..  Is. 6d. 

f ENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each, 

THE  MEW  MISTRESS.      |         WITNESS  TO  THJB  DEED. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  ttd.  each. 
IHE  TIGER  ULY ;  Tale  of  Two  Passions.  1         TttS  WHITE  VISGIB, 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY.  9 

FIN-BEC— THE  CUPBOARD  PAPERS  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 

Living  and  Dining.    Post  gvo.  cioth  limp,  'in,  6d. 

FIREWORKS,  THE  COMPLETE  ART  OF  MAKING ;  or,  The  Pyro- 

tecbnist's  Treasury.     By  Thomas  Kentish.   With  267  II  ustratiocF.    Cr.  8vo.  cl..  5». 

FIRST  BOOK,  MY.  By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus- 
SELL,  Grant  Allen,  Hall  Caine,  George  R.  Sims.  Rcdyard  Kipling,  A.  Conan 
Doyle,  M.  E.  Braddon,  F.  W.  Robinson,  H.  Rider  Haggard,  R.  M.  Ballantyne, 
I.  Zangwtll,  Morley  Roberts,  D.  Christie  Murray,  Marie  Corelli,  J.  K. 
Jerome,  John  Strange  Winter,  Bret  Harte,  "  Q.,"  Robert  Blchanan,  and  R-  L. 
Stevenson.  With  a  Prefatory  Story  by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  1S3  Illustrations. 
Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  Cd. ^^^^ 

FITZGERALD  (PERCY),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  WORLD  BEHIND  THE  SCENES.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Passages  from  Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.     Post  3vo,  cl.,  2».  6d. 
A  DAY'S  TOUR:  Journey  through  France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches.  Cr.jto.  Is. 
FATAL  ZERO.    Grown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  lis,  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  '2». 

Post  Svo,  i;;ustr?t5d  boards,  tig.  each. 
BELLA  DOHHA,  I  LADY  OF  BRANTOME.  ;  THE   SECOND  MRS.  TILLOTSOH. 
POLLY.  I  NEVER  FORGOTTEN.    I  SEYENTY-FIYE  BROOKE  STREET. 

LIFE  OF  JAMES  BOSWELL  (of  Auchinlecki.    With  an  Account  of  his  Sajings, 

Doinss.  and  Writings:  and  Four  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth.  '2-k», 
THE  SAVOY  OPERA.    With  60  Illustration-  and  Portraits.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  38.  6d. 

FLAMMARION  (CAMILLE),  WORKS  BY. 

POPULAR  ASTRONOMY:  A  General  Description  cf  the  Heavens.     Translatpd  by 

J.  Ellard  Gore,  F.R.A.S.  With  3  Plates  and  2:8  lilusts.  Medium  Svo,  cloth,  16«. 
URANIA  ;  A  Romance.     With  S7  Illistrations.     C'-Qwn  8vo,  ciotn  extra.  .3". 

FLETCHER'S  (GILES,  B.D.)  COMPLETE  POEMS:  Christ's  Victorie 

in  Heaven,  Christ's   Victorie  on   Earth,  Christ's  Triumpn  over  Death,  and  .Minor 
Poems.     With  Notes  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D  D.     Crown  Svo,  cioth  boards,  tin. 

FONBLANQUE(ALBANY).-FILTHY  LUCRE.  PostSvo, must.  bds..2sr 
FRANCILLON  (R.  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  5VO,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each;   po;t  Svo,  ill-jstrated  boards,  38.  each. 
ONE  BY  ONE.  |         A  REAL  QUEEN.  |         KING  OR   KNAVE? 

BOPES  OF  SAND.    Illustrated.  ,         A  DOG  AND  HIS  SHADOW. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
QUEEN  COPHETUA.  |         OLYMPIA.         i         ROMANCES  OF  THE  LAff. 

JACK  DOYLE'S  DAUGHTER.     Crown  5vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

ESTHER'S  GLOVE.    Fcap.  Svo.  picture  cover.  Is. 

FREDERIC  (HAROLD),  NOVELS  BY.     Post  Svo,  i  lust,  bds.,  2s.  each. 

SETH'S  BROTHER'S  WIFE. | THE  LAWTON  GIRL. 

FRENCH  LITERATURE,  A  HISTORY  OF.     By  Henry  Van  Laun. 

Tnree  Vols.,  demv  evo,  cioth  boards.  78.  <jd.  each. 

FRISWELL(HAIN).-ONEOFTWO:  ANovel.  Post  8vo.iIlust.bdr:2s: 

FROST    (THOMAS),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.  each. 
CIRCUS  LIFE  AND  CIRCUS  CELEBRITIES.        LIVES  OF  THE  CONJURERS, 
THE  OLD   SHOWMEN   AND   THE   OLD   LONDON   FAIRS. 

FRY'S  (HERBERT)  ROYAL  GUIDE  TO  THE  LONDON  CHARITIES, 

Edited  by  JoHs  Lane.     Pub.ished  Annually.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  l8.  6d. 

HARDENING  BOOKS.      Post  8vo.  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

"  A  YEAR'S  WORK  IN  GARDEN  AND  GREENHOUSE.    By  George  Glemmt. 

HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    By  Tom  and  Jane  Jerrold.    Illustrated. 

THE  GARDEN  THAT  PAID  THE  RENT.    By  Tom  Jerrold. 

MY  GARDEN  WILD.     By  Francis  G.  Heath.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  68, 

GARRETT  (EDWARD).— THE  CAPEL  GIRLS:    A   Novel.      Crown 

8vo,  cloth  e.vtra,  38.  6d. ;  post  ?vo.  iiiustrated  boards.  38. 

GAULOT  (PAUL).— THE  RED  SHIRTS  :    A  Srory  of  the  Revolution. 

Translated  by  J.  A.  J.  de  Vtllikrs.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

CrENtlEMAN'S  ANNUAL,  THE,  Published  Annually  in  November.   Is, 


lo  CHATTO    &,   WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS,   PICCADILLY. 

GENTLEMAN'S  MAGAZINE,  THE.    Is.  Monthly.  With  Stories,  Articles 

upon  Literature,  science,  and  Art,  and  "TABLE  TALK"  by  Sylvanus  Urban. 

*»*   <ouna  Voiumei  for  recent  vears  keptin  %tock.  S^i.GA.each.  Cases  for  binding,  9»» 

GERMAN   POPULAR   STORIES.       Collected  by  the  Brothers   Grimm 

and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.     With  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin,  and  22  Steel 
Plates  after  George  Cruikshank.     Square  8vo.  cloth,  Qfs.  fid. ;  gilt  edges,  yti.  Od. 

GIBBON  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  «vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
ROBIN  GRAY.                                             I    THE  GOLDEN  SHAFT. 
LOYING  A  DREAM.  |    OF  HIGH  DEGREE. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 


THE  FLOWER  OF  THE  FOREST. 

THE   DEAD  HEART. 

FOR  LACK  OF   GOLD. 

WHAT  WILL  THE  WORLD  SAY? 

FOR  THE  KING.  |  A  HARD  KNOT. 

QUEEN  OF  THE   MEADOW. 

IN  PASTURES  GREEN. 


IN  LOVE  AND  WAR. 

A  HEART'S  PROBLEM. 

BY  MEAD  AND  STREAM. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

FANCY   FREE. 

IN  HONOUR  BOUND. 

HEART'S  DELIGHT.  |   BLCOD-MOKET. 


GIBNEY  (SOMERVILLE). -SENTENCED!    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl..  Is.  6d. 

GILBERT  (WILLIAM),  NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  3*.  each. 
DR.  AUSTIN'S  GUESTS.                        I    JAMES  DUKE,  COSTERMONGBR. 
THE  WIZARD  OF  THE  MOUNTAIN.    | 

GILBERT  (W.  S.),  ORIGINAL  PLAYS  BY.   Three  Series,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains:  The  Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Galatea- 
Charity — The  Princess — The  Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series:  Broken  Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dan'l 
Druce — Tom  Cobb — H.M.S,  "  Pinafore" — The  Sorcerer — Pirates  of  Penzance. 

The  Third  Series:  Comedy  and  Tragedy — Foggerty's  Fairy— Rosencrantz  and 
Guildenstern— Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Ruddigore— The  Yeo- 
men of  the  Guard— The  Gondoliers— The  Mountebanks— Utopia. 

EIGHT  ORIGINAL  COMIC  OPERAS  written   by   W.  S.   Gilbert.     Containing: 
The  Sorcerer — H.M.S.  "Pinafore" — Pirates  of  Penzance — lolanthe — Patience- 
Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury.      Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Ss.  Gd. 
THE   "GILBERT  AND   SULLIVAN"   BIRTHDAY   BOOK:  Quotations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year,  Selected  Irom  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A. 
Sullivan.     Compiled  by  Alex.  Watson.     Royal  i6mo,  Jap,  leather,  *J8.  6d. 

GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss.  Cd.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 
THE  LOST  HEIRESS:  A  Ta^e  of  Love.  Battle,  and  Adventure.     With  2  lllusts. 
THE  FOSSICKER :  A  Romance  of  Mashon,dand.     With  z  lllusts.  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
A  FAIR  COLONIST. 

GLENNY  (GEORGE).-A  YEAR'S  WORK  in  GARDEN  and  GREEN- 

HOUSE:    Practical  Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of  the 
Flower.  Fruit  and  Frame  Garden.     Post  Svo.  Is. ;  cloth  limp.  Is.  6d. 

GODWIN  (WILLIAM).-LIVES  OF  THE  NECROMANCERS.    Post 

8vo.  cloth  limp,  tjs. 

(jOLUEN   TREASURY    OF    THOUGHT,   THE;    An  Encyclopsedia  of 

Quotations.    Edited  by  Theodore  Taylor.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  gilt,  7»,  Od. 

GONTAUT,  MEMOiRSDT  THE  DUCHESSE  DE  (Gouvernante  to  the 

Children  of  France),  1773-1836.    With  Photogravure  Frontispieces.  Two  Vols.,  small 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  tjls. 

GOODMAN  (E.  J.).-THE  FATE  OF  HERBERT  WAYNE.    Crown 

Svo^cloth  extra,  \i».  6d. _______^ 

GRAHAM    (LEONARD).  —  THE    PROFESSOR'S    WIFE:    A    Story. 

Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.  

GREEKS    AND    ROMANS,    THE    LIFE    OF    THE,    described   from 

Antique  Monuments.    By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W.  Koner,   Edited  by  Dr.  F.  Hueffer. 
With  54s  Illustrations.    Large  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Ts.  6d. 

GREVILLE  (HENRY),  NOVETS  BY: 

NIKANOR.     Translated  by  Eliza  E.  Chase.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s,. 
A  NOBLE  WOMAN.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s. ;  post  8yo,  illustrated  boards,  'iut 


CHATTO   &   WINDUS,   PUBLISHERS,    PICCADILLY.  ii 

GREENWOOD    (JAMES),    WORKS    BY.      Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each. 
THE  WILDS  OF  LONDON. |         LOW-LIFE  DEEPS. 

GRIFFITH  (CECIL).— CORINTHIA  MARAZION :    A  Novel.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  lim.  tfd. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 

GRUNDY  (SYDNEY).-THE  DAYS  OF  HIS  VANITY  :  A  Passage  in 

the  Life  of  a  Young  Man.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3^.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  boards,  gs. 

IlABBERTON  (JOHN,  Author  of  •' Helen's  Babies").  NOVELS  BY. 

*■•■  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards  ii».  each  ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  each. 

BRUETON'S  BAYOU. I    COUNTRY  LUCK. 

HAIR,    THE  :  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  Pincus.     Crown  8vo.  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

HAKE  (DR.  THOMAS  GORDON),  POEMS  BY.   Cr.  svo,  ci.  ex..  6s.  each. 

NEW  SYMBOLS.       |    LEGENDS  OF  THE  MORROW.  |      THE  SERPENT  PLAY. 
MAIDEN  ECSTASY.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra.  Ss. 

HALL  (MRS.  S.  C.).-SKETCHES  OF  IRISH  CHARACTER.    With 

numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel  and    Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey,  and 
George  Cruikshank.     Small  demy  8yo.  cloth  extra.  7».  6d. 

HALLIDAY  (ANDREW).-EVERY-DAY  PAPERS.    Post  8vo.  2s. 
HANDWRITING,  THE  PHILOSOPHY  OF.     With  over  loo  Facsimiles 

and  Explanatory  Taxt.  By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca.  Post  8vo.  cloth  limp,  '-js.  6«i. 

HANKY-PANKY  :    Easy  Tricks,    White   Magic.  Sleight  of  Hand.  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  aoo  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  4'*.  Od. 

HARDY  (LADY  DUFFUS).  -  PAUL  WYNTER'S  SACRIFICE.     2s. 
HARDY   (THOMAS).-UNDER   THE  GREENWOOD  TREE.    Crown 

8vo.  cloth  extra,  with  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations,  Ss.   6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  '^s. ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

HARPER  (CHARLES  G.),   WORKS  BY.      Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra.  16s.  each. 
THE  BRIGHTON  ROAD.     With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  90  Illustrations. 
FROM  PADOINGTON  TO  PENZANCE:  The  Record  of  a  Summer  Tramp.  105  lUusts. 

HARWOOD   (J.    BERWICK).  — THE    TENTH    EARL.      Post    8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. ^_^ 

HAWEIS    (MRS.     H.    R.),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE   ART  OF   BEAUTY.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  91  Illustrations. 
THE   ART  OF  DECORATION.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations. 
THE  ART  OF  DRESS.     With  32  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  iid. 
CHAUCER  FOR   SCHOOLS.     Demv  Svo  cloth  limp,  2s.  6a. 
CHAUCER   FOR   CHILDREN.    ^8  Illusts.  (S  Coloured).     Sm.  ^to.  cl.  extra.  3s.  6d. 

HAWEIS  (Rev.  H.  R.,M.A.). -AMERICAN  HUMORISTS  :  W  ashington 

Irving,    Oliver  Wendell    Holmes,  James  Russell    Lowell,  Artemus    Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

HAWLEY  SMART.  —  WITHOUT    LOVE   OR   LICENCE:   A  Novel. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

HAWTHORNE  (JULIAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each;  post  &vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GARTH.  I   ELLICE  QUENTIN.     I    BEATRIX  RANDOLPH.  |      DUST. 

SEBASTIAN  STROME.  DAVID    POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE'S  FOOL.  I    THE   SPECTRE  OF  THE  CAMERA. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 

MISS  CADOGNA.  |     LOVE-OR  A  NAME. 

MR S.  GAINSBOROUGH'S  DIAMONDS-    Fcap.  Svo.  illustrated  cover,  Is. 

HAWTHORNE  (NATHANIEL).— OUR  OLD   HOME.     Annotated  with 

Passages  from   the  Author's   Note-books,    and  Illustrated  with  31   Photogravures 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  15s. 

HEATH  (FHANCIS  GEORGE).— MY  GARDEN  WILD,  AND  WHAT 

I  GREW  THERE.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  68. 

HELPS    (SIR    ARTHUR),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.  doth  limp,  28.  6d.  each 
ANIMALS  AND  THEIR  MASTERS.    |      SOCIAL  PRESSURE. 
lYAN  DE  BIRON :  A  Novel.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  38.  6d. ;  post  Svo, illust.  bds.,  JJi« 
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HENDERSON   (ISAAC). -AGATHA  PAGE:    A  Novel.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd. 

HENTY  (G.  A.),   NOVELS   BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  Ss.  Cid.  each. 

BUJUB  THE  JUGGLER.    8  lUusts.  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Presentation  Ed.,  59. 
DOROTHY'S  DOUBLE.  

HERMAN   (HENRY).— A    LEADING    LADY.      Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  "^it, ;  cloth  extra.  188.  Od. 

HERRICK'S    (ROBERT)    HESPERIDES,  NOBLE   NUMBERS,  AND 

COMPLETE  COLLECTED  POEMS.    With  Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P. ;  Steel  Portrait,  &c.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo.  cl.  bds.,  iSs. 

JHERTZKA  (Dp.  THEODOR).— FREELAND  :    A  Social  Anticipation. 

Translated  by  Arthur  Ransom.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  68. 

HISSE-WARTEGG  (CHEVALIER  ERNST  VON). -TUNIS  :  The  Land 

and  the  People.    With  22  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Sa.  6d. 

HILL  (HEADON).-ZAMBRA  THE  DETECTIVE.    Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards,  ija.;  cloth,  38.  Od. 

HILL  (JOHN),  WORKS  BY. 

TREASON-FELONY.  Post8vo.t>8 .    |    THE  COMMON  ANCESTOR.  Cr.Svo,  39. 6d. 

HINDLEY  (CHARLES),  WORKS  BY. 

TAYERN  ANECDOTES  AND  SAYINGS:  Including  Reminiscences  connected  with 

Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c.    With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  39.  6d. 
THE  LIFE  AND  ADVENTURES  OF  A  CHEAP  JACK.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth  ex.,  39.  6d. 

fiOEYTMRS.  CASHEL).-THE  LOVER'S  CREED.     Post  8vo.  2s. 
HOLLINGSHEAD  (JOHN).— NIAGARA  SPRAY.    Crown  Svo,  Is. 
HOLMES  (GORDON,  M.D.).-THE  SCIENCE  OF  VOICE  PRODUC- 

TION  AND  VOICE  PRESERVATI ON.    Crown  8vo.l9. 

HOLMES  (OLIVER  WENDELL),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  AUTOCRAT    OF    THE    BREAKFAST-TABLE.      Illustrated    by  J.    Gordom 

Thomson.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp  '29.  6d. — Another  Edition,  post  8vo.  cloth,  39. 

THE  AUTOCRAT  OF  THE  BREAKFAST-TABLE  and  THE  PROFESSOR  AT  THE 

BREAKFAST-TABLE.     In  One  Vol.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  39. 

HOOFSTTTHOMAS)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.    With  Life 
of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6«l. 
HOOD'S  WHIMS  AND  ODDITIES.     With  85  Illusts.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  39. 

HOOD  (TOM). -FROM  NOWHERE  TO  THE  NORTH  POLE:  A 

Noah's  Arkffiological  Narrative.    With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton  and  E.  C. 
Barnes.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  69. 

HOOK'S  (THEODORE)  CHOICE  HUMOROUS  WORKS;  including  his 

Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.     With  Life   of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7".  6<1. 

HOOPER  (MRS.  GE07).— THE  HOUSE  OF  RABY.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
HOPKINS    (TIGHE).  — "'TWIXT  LOVE  AND  DUTY:"    A  Novel". 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  39. 

HORNE  (R.  HEN^IST).— ORION  :  An  Epic  Poem.   With  Photographic 

Portrait  by  Summers.     Tenth  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s. 

HUNGERFORD   (MRS.,  Author  of    "Molly  Bawn,"),  NOVELS   BY. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  39.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  39.  Od.  each. 
A  MAIDEN  ALL  FORLORN.  I    IN  DURANCE  VILE.   |  A  MENTAL  STRUGGLE. 
MARVEL.  I    A  MODERN  CIRCE, 

LADY  YERNER'S  FLIGHT.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  39.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  3s. 
THE  RED-HOUSE  MYSTERY.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
THE  THREE  GRACES.    Two  Vols..  109.nett. [Shortly. 

HUNT  (MRS.  ALFRED),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Hvo.  clotn  extra,  39.  <»<l.  each;  post  8vo, illustrated  boards.  38.  each. 
THE  LEADEN  CASKET.    |    SELF-CONDEMNED.       |    THAT  OTHER  PERSON. 
THORNICROFT'S  MODEL.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38, 
MRS.  JULIET.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3s.  ttd. 

HUNT'S   (LEIGH)   ESSAYS:    A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c. 
Edited  by  Edmund  OLUiiR.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bd,,  38* 
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HUTCHISON  (W.  M.).- HINTS  ON  COLT-BREAKING.     With  25 

Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  Gd. 

HYDROPHOBIA:  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System;  Technique  of 
his  Method,  and  Statistics.     By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  tis. 

HYNE  (C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE).— HONOUR  OF  THIEVES.     Cro^^^l  8vo. 

cloth  extra,  38.  6d. [Shortly. 

IDLER  (THE)  :  A  Monthly  Magazine.    Profusely  Illustr.    6d.  Monthly. 
The  first  Six  Vols,  now  ready,  cl.  extra,  osi.each;  Cases  for  Bindine,  la.  6tl.eacb. 

INDOOR  PAUPERS.  By  One  of  Thfm.  Crown 8vo.  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
INGELOW  (JEAN).-FATED  TO  BE  FREE.  Post  svo.  illustrated  bis..  „>.. 
INNKEEPER'S  HANDBOOK  (THE)  AND  LICENSED  VICTUALLER  S 

MANUAL.     By  I.  Trevor-Daviks.     Crown  Svo,  *».;  cloth.  1^.  iitl. 

IRISH  WIT  AND  HUMOUR,   SONGS  OF.     Collected  and  Edited  by 

A.  Perceval  Graves.     Post  avo.  cloth  li mp,  2^.  Gel. 

JAMES  (C.  T.  C).  -  A   ROMANCE   OF  THE  QUEEN'S   HOUNDS. 

Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  1>«.  6d. 

JAMESON  (WILLIAM). -MY    DEAD    SELF.     Post  8vo,   illustrated 

boards,  "ia, ;  cloth,  '28.  Gd. 

JAPP  (ALEX.  H.,  LL.D.). -DRAMATIC  PICTURES,  SONNETS,  &c. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

JAY  (HARRIETT),   NOVELS   BY.      Pom  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2.8.  each. 
THE  DARK  COLLEEN. |    THE   QUEEN   OF  CONNAUGHT. 

JEFFERIES    (RICHARD),   WORKS   BY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  3.8.  Gd.  each. 

NATURE  NEAR  LONDON.  1  THE  LIFE  OF  THE  FIELDS.  |  THE  OPEN  AIR. 
■^;t*  Also  the  Hand-made  Paper  Edition,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

THE  EULOGT  OF  RICHARD  JEFFERIES.  By  Walter  Besant.  With  a  Photo- 
graph  Portrait.     Crown  6vo.  cloth  extra.  Gs. 

JENNINGS  (HENRY  J.),   WORKS  BY. 

CURIOSITIES  OF  CRITICISM.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

LORD  TENNYSON;  A  Biographical  Sketch.      Post  Svo,  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  Gd. 

JEROME  (JEROME  K.),  BOOKS  BY. 

STAGELAND.    With  64  Iilusts.  by  j.  Bernard  Partridge.  Fcap.  410,  pict.  cov.,  Is. 

JOHN  INGERFIELD,  &c.    With  9  Iliusts.  by  A.  S.  Boyd  and  John  Gulich.    Fcsp. 

Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.  Gd. 

JERROLD  (DOUGLAS).— THE  BARBER'S  CHAIR ;  and  THE  HEDGE- 

HOG  LETTERS.    Po-t  8vo.  printed  on  laid  paper  ana  halt-bou.-id.  28. 

JERROLD  (TOM),   WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.  is.  each;  clothUmp,  J8.Gd.each. 
THE   GARDEN   THAT  PAID  THE  RENT. 
HOUSEHOLD  HORTICULTURE.    A  Gossip  about  Flowers.     Illastrated. 

JESSE  (EDWARD).  -SCENES  AND  OCCUPATIONS  OF  A  COUNTRY 

LIFE.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  28. 

JONES  (WILLIAM,  F.S.A.),  WORKS  BY.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  extra,  r».  Gd.  each. 
FINGER-RING  LORE:   Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.      With  nearly  300 

Illustrations.      Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged. 
CREDULITIES,  PAST  AND  PRESENT.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 

Talismans,  Word  and  Letter  Divination,  Exorcising  and  Blessing  of  Animals, 

Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c.     With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 
CROWNS  AND  CORONATIONS;   A  History  of  Regalia.     With  100  Illnstrations 

JONSON'S  (BEN)  WORKS.  With  Notes  Critica'.  and  Explanatory, 
and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cunning- 
HAM.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Gs.  each. 

JOSEPHUS,  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  OF.    Translated  by  Whiston. 

Containing  "The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews"  and  "The  Wars  ot  the  Jews."     With  52 
Illustrations  and  Maps.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-bound,  128.  Gd. ^ 

KEMPT  (ROBERT).— PENCIL  AND  PALETTE  :  Cnapters  on  Art  and 

*       Artists.    Post  avo,  cloth  limo.  2s.  Gd. 
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KERSHAW  (MARK).-COLONIAL  FACTS  &  FICTIONS :  Humor^ 

Sketches.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  gs. ;  cloth,  tim.  Cd, 

KEYSER  (ARTHUR).— CUT  BY  THE  MESS  :  A  NoveL    Crown  8vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  Od. 

KING  (R.  ASHE),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  bds..  tis.  ea. 
A  DRAWN  GAME.  |    *>THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN." 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iis.  each. 
PASSION'S  SLAVE. |         BELL  BARRY. 

KNIGHT  (WILLIAM,  M.R.C.S.,  and  EDWARD,  L.R.C.P.).— THE 

PATIENT'S  YADE  MECUM :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice. 
Crown  Svo,  Is.;  cloth  limp,  la.  Od. 

KNIGHTS  (THE)  OF  THE  LION  :  A  Romance  of  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  Marquess  of  Lorne.  K.T.   Cr.  8vo.  cl.  ex.  Ox. 

TAMB'S   (CHARLES)    COMPLETE    WORKS,   in    Prose   and  Verse, 

^  including  "  Poetry  for  Children  "  and  "  Prince  Dorus."    Edited,  with  Notes  and 

Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  a  page 
of  the  "  Essay  on  Roast  Pig.*'     Crown  8vo,  half-bound,  78.  6d. 

THE  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  28. 

LITTLE  ESSAYS:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  Charles  Lamb,  selected  from  his 
Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  tis.  6d. 

THE  DRAMATIC  ESSAYS  OF  CHARLES  LAMB.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Brander  Matthews,  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  Svo,  hf.-bd.,  ijs.  6d. 

LANDOR  (WALTER  SAVAGE).-CITATION  AND  EXAMINATION 

OF  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE,  &c.,  before  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touching  Deer- 
stealing,  igth  September.  1582.  To  which  is  added.  A  CONFERENCE  OF  MASTER 
EDMUND  SPENSER  with  the  Earl  ol  Essex,  touching  the  State  of  Ireland,  1595. 
Fcap.  Svo,  half-Roxburghe,  '2*.  Od. 

LANE  (EDWARD  WILLIAM).  -  THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE 

NIGHTS,  commonly  called  in  England  THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS'  ENTERTAIN- 
MENTS. Translated  from  the  Arabic,  witii  Notes.  Illustrated  by  many  hundred 
Engravings  from  Designs  by  Harvey.  Edited  by  Edward  Stanley  Poole.  WiMi  a 
Preface  by  Stanley  Lane-Poole.   Three  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  Od.  each. 

LARWOOD  (JACOB),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  LONDON  PARKS.  With  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  38.  6d. 
ANECDOTES  OF   THE  CLERGY.     Post  Svo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  3s, 

Post  8vo,' cloth  limp,  Ss,  0*1.  each. 
FORENSIC  ANECDOTES.  I THEATRICAL  ANECDOTES. 

LEHMANN  (R.  C),  WORKS  BY.  Post 8vo,pict.  cover,  is.  ea.;  cloth,  Is.Od.ea. 
HaRRY  FLUDYER  AT  CAMBRIDGE. 
CONVERSATIONAL  HINTS  FOR  YOUNG  SHOOTERS:  A  Guide  to  Polite  Talk. 

LEIGH  (HENRY  S.),   WORKS  BY. 

CAROLS  OF  COCKAYNE.    Primed  on  hand-made  paper,  bound  in  buckram,  59. 
JEUX  D'ESPRIT.     Edited  bv  Henky  S.  Leigh.    Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  3si.  Od. 

LEPELLETIER  (tDMOND).— MADAME    SANS-GENE.       Translated 

from  the  French  by  J.  A.  J.  de  Villiers.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^8.  Od. 

LEYSl[ JOHNV^THlTjNDMYS  :  A  Romance.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bdsT2s". 
LiNDSATTHARRY).— RHODA    ROBERTS  :    A  Welsh  Mining  Story. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  lia.  Od. IShoitiy. 

LTNtON    (E.    LYNN),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  tis.  Od.  each.   " 

V/ITCH  STORIES.  |         OURSELVES;  Essays  on  Women. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Od.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  iis.  each. 

PATRICIA  KEMBALL.  |  lONE.  I    UNDER  WHICH  LORD? 

ATONEMENT  OF   LEAM  DUNDAS.  "MY   LOVE!"    |  SOWING  THE  WIND. 

THE  WORLD  WELL  LOST. I   PASTON  CAREW,  Millionaire  &  Miser. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  %J8.  each. 

THE  REBEL  OF  THE  FAMILY.         I         WITH  A  SILKEN  THREAD. 

THE  ONE  TOO  MANY.     Crow  "  8vo.  cloth  extra.  Ss.  Od. 

FREESHOOTING  :  Extracts  troiL-  Wjrk=  ut  Mrs.  Linton.   Post  Svo.  cloth,  28.  Od. 


LUCY    (HENRY  W.).-GIDEGN    FLEYCE :    A  Novel.      Crown   Svo, 
cloth  extra.  3s.  Od.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
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MACALPINE  (AVERY),  NOVELS  BY. 

^'■^  TERESA   ITASCA.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  entra.  Is. 

_    BROKEN  WINGS.    With  6  Illusts.  by  W.  J.  Kevnessy.  Crown  8vo,  clcth  extra.  6s. 

McCarthy  (justin,  m.p.),  works  by. 

A  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the 
General  Election  of  1S50,  Four  Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  I'is.  each.— Also 
a  Popular  Editios,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each.— And  a 
Jubilee  Edition,  with  an  Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ot  itiC,  in  Two  Vols., 
larse  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7«.  6d.  each. 

A  SHORT  HISTORY  OF  OUR  OWN  TIMES.  One  Vol..  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  0«, 
—Also  a  Che.\p  Popular  Edition,  pest  Svo,  cloth  limp,  tin,  6d. 

A  HISTORY    OP   THE   FOUR   GEORGES.     Four  Vo's,  demy  Svo.  cloth  extra. 

1'2».  each.  [Vols.  I.  &c  II.  ready. 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra.  3«.  6d.  each:  post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  tj«.  earh  ;  cl.  limp,  29. 6d. each. 


THE  WATERDALE   NEIGHBOURS. 
MY  ENEMY'S  DAUGHTER. 
A  FAIR  SAXON. 
LINLEY  ROCHFORD. 
DEAR   LADY   DISDAIN. 


DONNA  QUIXOTE. 
THE   COMET   OF   A   SEASON. 
M.5.ID    OF   ATHENS. 
CAMIOLA:  A  Girl  withaFortnne. 
THE  DICTATOR. 


MISS  MISANTHROPE.  !  BED  DIAMONDS. 

"THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE."    Bv  ]ustin  McCarthy,  M.P.,and  Mrs.  Campbell 

Praed.    Crown  :vo,  cloth  extra.  69. 

McCarthy  tjustin  huntly),  works  by. 

THE  FRENCH   REVOLUTION.    Four  Vols..  ?vc.  Iv5».  each.     rV'ols.  I.  &  II.  ready. 

AN  OUTLINE  OF  THE  HISTORY  OF  IRELAND.    Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth,  1*.  Od. 

IRELAND  SINCE  THE  UNION  ;  Irish  His-orv.  i-;S-iS£6.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6». 

HAFIZ  IN   LONDON:  Poems.      Small  Svo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  «d. 

HARLEQUINADE:  Poems.     Small  4to,  Japanese  vellum,  bs. 

OUR  SENSATION  NOVEL.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  I*. ;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

DOOM  !  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

DOLLY:  A  Sketch.  Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp,  1«.  6d. 

LILY  LASS:  A  Romance.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth  limp,  1*.  6d. 

THE  THOUSAND  AND  ONE  DAYS.    2  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  cr.  Svo,  ISs. 

A  LONDON   LEGEND.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  15s.  net. 

MACCOLL  (HUGH),  NOVELS  BY. 

MR.  STRANGER'S  SEALED  PACKET.    Post  Svo,  Clustrated  boards,  38. 

EDNOR  WHITLOCK.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  6s. 

MACDONALD  (GEORGE,  LL.D.).  WORKS  BY. 

WORKS  OP  FANCY  AND  IMAGINATION.  Ten  Vols..  i6mo,cl.,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth 

case.  21"«.     Or  the  Vols,  may  be  had  separately,  in  grolier  c!.,  at  iis.  6d.  each. 

Vol.    I.  Within  and  Without.— The  Hidden  Life. 

„      II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Women.— Book  of  Sonnets.— Organ  Songs. 

n    III.  Violin  Songs.— Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  cf  Dreams, — 

Roadside  Poems.— Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables. — Ballads. — Scotch  Songs. 

„V.  &  VI.  Phantasies:  A  Faerie  Romance.  |     Vol.  VII.  The  Portent. 

„VIII.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.— Shadows. 
H     IX.  Cross  Purposes.— The  Golden  Key.— The  Carasoyn.— Little  Daylight. 
„       X,  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  Rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Bkokem 

Swords. — The  Gray  Wolf. — Uncle  Cornelius. 
POETICAL  WORKS  OF  GEORGE  MACDONALD.    Collected  and  arranged  by  the 

Author.     2  vols.,  crown  Svo,  buckram,  I'J^. 
A  THREEFOLD  CORD.      Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  Ss. 
HEATHER  AND  SNOW:  A  Novel.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
PHANTASTES :  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  25  Illustrations  by  J.  Bell.    Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
LILITH:  A  Romance.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Cs. 'Shortly. 

MACDONELL  (AGNES).-QUAKER  COUSINS.     Post  8vo,  boards.  2s. 
MACGREGOR  (ROBERT).-PASTIMES  AND  PLAYERS :    Notes  on 

Popular  Games.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  'js.  6d. ^^^ 

MACKAY  (CHARLES,  LL.D.). -INTERLUDES  AND  UNDERTONES ; 

or,  Music  at  Twilight.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  69. 
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MACLISE  PORTRAIT  GALLERY  (THE)  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS:  83  PORTRAITS;  with  Memoirs  —  Biographical,  Critical. 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  ot 
the  Present  Century,  by  William  Bates,  B.A.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  fid» 

MACQUOID    (MRS.),    WORKS    BY.     Square  8vo,  doth  extra.  68.  each. 
IN  THE  ARDENNES.    With  <;o  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 
PICTURES  AND  LEGENDS  FROM  NORMANDY  AND  BRITTANY.  34  Illustrations. 
THROUGH  NORMANDY.     With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
THROUGH  BRITTANY.    With  35  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid,  and  a  Map. 
ABOUT  YORKSHIRE.    With  by  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  EVIL  EYE,  and  other  Stories.    |  LOST   ROSE. 

MAGICIAN'S  OWN  BOOK,  THE  :  Performances  with  Eggs,  Hats,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  4».  6d. 

MAGIC  LANTERN,  THE,  and  its  Management :  including  full  Practical 
Directions.     By  T.  C  Hepworth.     10  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo.  Is. ;  cloth,  la.  Cd. 

MAGNA  CHARTA  :    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in  the  British 

Museum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  SB. 

MALLOCK  (W.   H.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  NEW   REPUBLIC,     ^ost  Svo,  picture  cover,  3s.;  cloth  limp,  39.  6d. 
THE  NEW  PAUL  &  VIRGINIA:  Positivism  on  an  Island.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  Ss.  6d« 
POEMS.     Small  4to.  parchment.  Ss. 

IS   LIFE   WORTH   LIVING?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  ROMANCE  OF  THE  NINETEENTH  CENTURY.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards.  3s. 

MALLORY    (SIR    THOMAS).— MORT    D' ARTHUR :    The  Stories  of 

King  Arthur  and  or  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)    Edited  by  B. 

MONTGOMERIE  RANKING.       PoSt  SVO,  cloth  limp,  3s. 

MARK    TWAIN,    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  doth  extra,  ys.  6d.  each. 

THE  CHOICE  WORKS  OF  MARK  TWAIN.     Revised  and  Corrected  throughout 

by  the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 
ROUGHING  IT,  and  INNOCENTS  AT  HOME.    With  200  Illusts.  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 
MARK  TWAIN'S  LIBRARY  OF  HUMOUR.    With  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7s.  6d.  each;  post  8vo,  illusi.  boards,  3*.  each. 
THE  INNOCENTS  ABROAD;  or  New  Pilerrim's  Progress.     With  234  Illustrations. 

(The  Two-bhilling  Edition  is  entitled  MARK  TWAIN'S  PLEASURE  TRIP.) 
THE  GILDED  AGE.    Bv  .^rARK  Twain  and  C.  D,  Warner.     With  212  Illustrations. 
THE  ADVENTURES  OF  TOM   SAWYER.    With  iii  Illustrations. 
A  TRAMP   ABROAD.     With  314  IlhiStrations. 
THE  PRINCE  AND  THE   PAUPER.    With  190  Illustrations, 
LIFE   ON   THE   MISSISSIPPI.     \Mth  300  Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES  OF  HUCKLEBERRY  FINN.    With  174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemble. 
A  YANKEE  AT  THE  COURT  OF  KING  ARTHUR.    With  220  Illusts.  by  Beard. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
THE  STOLEN  WHITE  ELEPHANT.      |         MARK  TWAIN'S  SKETCHES. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
THE  AT.TERICAN  CLJilWAHT.      With  81  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst,  &c. 
TOB!  SAWYER  ABROAD.     With  26  Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 
PUDD'NHEAD  WILSON.    With  Portrait  and  Six  Illustrations  by  Louis  Loeb. 

THE  £1  000,000  BANK-NOTE.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  picture  bds..  3s. 

MARKS  (H.  S.,  R.A.),  PEN  AND  PExNCIL  SKETCHES  BY.    WiTh^ 

Photogravures  and  126  Illu'^trations.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  33s. 

MARLOWE'S  WORKS.    Including  his  Translations.    Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cunningham.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  68. 

MARRY  AT    (FLORENCE),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.illust.  boards,  38.  each. 
A  HARVEST  OF  WILD  OATS.              I         FIGHTING  THE  AIR. 
OPEN!   SESAMEJ |         WRITTEN  IN  FIRE. 

MASSINGER'S 'plays.     From  the  Text  of  William  Gifford.    Edited 

bv  Col      ifNNivGHAM      'rown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  <>•=>. 
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MASTERMAN  (J.). -HALF-A-DOZEN  DAUGHTERS  :  A  Novel.    Post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ijs. 

MATTHEWS  (BRANDER).— A  SECRET  OF  THE  SEA,  &c.    Post  8vo. 

illustrated  boards,  88.;  cloth  limp,  gw.  6d. 

MAYHEW  (HENRY).-LONDON  CHARACTERS  &  THE  HUMOROUS 

SIDE  OF  LONDON  LIFE.    With  Illustrations.      Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6cl. 

MEADE  (L.  T.),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  SOLDIER  OF  FORTUNE.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

IN  AN  IRON  GRIP.    Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  lOs.  net, 

THE  VOICE  OF  THE  CHARMER.    Three  Vols.,  15a.  net. [ShoHIy. 

MERRICK  (LEONARD).-THE  MAN  WHO  WAS  GOOD.     Post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards.  2s. 

MEXICAN  MUSTANG  (ON  A),  through  Texas  to  the  Rio  Grande.     By 
A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy  Knox.     With  265  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7».  6*1. 

MIDDLEMASS    (JEAN),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo,  illust.  boards.  28.  each. 
TOUCH  AND  GO.  |    MR.  DORILLION. 

MILLER  (MRS.  F.  FENWICK).-PHYSIOLOGY  FOR  THE  YOUNG; 

or.  The  House  of  Life.     With  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  tis.  6d. 

MiLTON  (J.    L.),    WORKS    BY.      Post  Svo.  is.  each;  cloth,  is.  Od.  each. 
THE   HYGIENE  OF  THE   SKIN.    With  Directions  lor  Diet,  Soaps.  Baths,  &c. 
THE   BATH  IN   DISEASES  OF   THE    SKIN. 

THE  LAWS  OF   LIFE,  AND  THEIR  RELATION  TO  DISEASES  OF  THE  SKIN. 
THE   SUCCESSFUL  TREATMENT  OF   LEPROSY.    Demy  Svo,  la. 

MINTO  (WM.)-WAS  SHE  GOOD  OR  BAD  ?  Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

MITFORD  (BERTRAM),  NOVELS   BY.  Ci own  Svo,  cloth  extra,  39.  «d.  each. 
THE  GUN-RUNNER:  A  Romance  of  Zululand.     With  Frontispiece  by  S.  L.Wood. 
THE  LUCK  OF  GERARD  RIDGELEY.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  St.^nley  L.  Wood. 
THE  KING'S  ASSEGAI.    With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
REN8HAW  FANNING'S  QUEST.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley.  L.  Wood. 

MOLESWORTH  (MRS.),  NOVELS  BY. 

HATHERCOURT  RECTORY.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2a. 

THAT  GIRL  IN   BLACK.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  1».  6d. 

MOORE  (THOMAS),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  EPICUREAN;   and  ALCIPHRON.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  3s. 
PROSE  AND  VERSE.    With  Suppressed  Passages  from  the    Memoirs   of    Lord 
Byron.     Edited  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.     With  Portrait.     Cr  Svo.  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

MUDDOCK  (J.   E.),   STORIES  BY. 

STORIES  WEIRD  AND  WONDERFUL.   Post  Svo,  illnst.  boards,  28.;  cloth,  29. 6d. 
THE   DEAD   MAN'S   SECRET;    or,  The   Valley    of  Gold.     With  Frontispiece  by 

F.  Barnard.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  59.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  29. 
FROM  THE  BOSOM  OF  THE  DEEP.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*. 
MAID  MARIAN  AND  ROBIN  HOOD:  A  Romance  of  Old  Sherwood  Forest.    With 

12  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  39.  <>d. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  *id.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  29.  each. 
A  LIFE'S  ATONEMENT.   THE  WAY  OF  THE  WORLD.   A  BIT  OF  HUMAN  NATURE. 
JOSEPH'S  COAT.  A  MOD^L  FATHER.  FIRST  PERSON  SINGULAR, 

COALS  OF  FIRE.  OLD  BLAZER'S  HERO.  ,  BOB  MARTIN'S  Little  GIRL. 

YAL   STRANGE.  CYNIC  FORTUNE.  TIME'S  REVENGES. 

HEARTS.  BY  THE  GATE  OF  THE  SEA.  i  A  WASTED  CRIME. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each. 

IN  DIREST  PERIL. 

MOUNT  DESPAIR,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  G.  Grenville  Manton. 

THE  MAKING  OF  A   NOVELIST  :    An   Experiment  in   Autobiography.    With  a 
Collotype  Portrait  and  Vignette.     Crown  8vo,  art  linen,  69. 

MURRAY  (D.  CHRISTIE)  &  HENRY  HERMAN,  WORKS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2*.  each. 
ONE  TRAVELLER  RETURNS.  I  PAUL  JONES'S  ALIAS.  |  THE  BISHOPS' BIBLE. 

MURRAY  (HENRY),  NOVELS  BY.  Post  Svo.  illu.t.  bds.,  29.  ea.;  cl.,  29.  6d.  ea. 
A  GAME  OF  BLUFF.    |         A  SONG  OF  SIXPENCE. 
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IJEWBOLT  (HENRY). -TAKEN  FROM  THE  ENEMY.     Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth  boards,  tw.  <>d. 

NISBET  (HUME)rBOOKS  BY. 

"BAIL   UP!"    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  3s, 
DR.  BERWARD  ST.  VINCENT.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
LESSONS  IN  ART.    With  zi  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
WHERE  ART  BEGINS.   With  27  Illustrations.   Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  78.  Cd. 

NORRIS  (W.   E.).— ST.   ANN'S  :  A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

O'HANLON   (ALICE),   NOVELS  BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
^  THE  UNFORESEEN. |    CHANCE?    OR  FATE? 

OHNET    (GE()RGES),    NOVELS    BY.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 
DOCTOR  RAMEAU.         |         A  LAST  LOVE. 
A  WEIRD  GIFT.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3».  6d. ,  post  Svo,  picture  boards.  38. 

OLIPHANT    (MRS.),    NOVELS    BY.      Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 

THE  PRIMROSE  PATH.                       |         WHITELADIES. 
THE  GREATEST  HEIRESS  IN_  ENGLAND.  

O'REILLY  (HARRINCJfON).- 

DIANS:  Fifty  Years  on  the  Trail, 


-LIFE  AMONG  THE  AMERICAN  IN- 

loo  Illusts.  by  P.  Frenzeny.    Crown  Svo.  38.  6d. 


O'REILLY  (MRS.).-PH(EBE'S  FORTUNES.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds..  2s. 

OUlDA,  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo,  cl..  Ss.  6d.  each ;  post  Svo.  illust.  bds..  38.  each. 

FOLLE-FARINE.  MOTHS.]    PIPISTRELLO. 

A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS. 
PASCAREL.  I  SIGNA. 
TWO  WOODEN  SHOES, 
IN  A  WINTER  CITY. 
ARIADNE. 
FRIENDSHIP. 


HELD  IN  BONDAGE. 

TRICOTRIN. 

STRATHMORE. 

CHANDOS. 

CECIL  CASTLEMAINE. 

UNDER  TWO  FLAGS. 

PUCK.       I  ID&LIA. 


A  VILLAGE  COMMUNE. 
IN   MAREMMA.  |  WANDA. 
BIHBI.  I      SYRLIN. 

FRESCOES.  I  OTHMAR. 
PRINCESS  NAPRAXINE. 
GUILDEROT.  |  RUFFINO. 


Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  58.  each. 
BIMBI.    With  Nine  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
A  DOG  OF  FLANDERS,  &c.     With  Six  Illustrations  by  Edmund  H.  Garrett. 
SANTA  BARBARA,  &c.    Square  Svo,  cloth,  6s. ;  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
TWO  OFFENDERS.    Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6». ;  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38. 6d. 
WISDOM,  WIT,  AND  PATHOS,  selected  from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F.  Sydney 
Morris.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5».    Cheap  Edition,  illustrated  boards,  38. 
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(H.  A.),  WORKS  BY. 

THOREAU  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    With  Portrait.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  38.  6d. 
ANIMAL  ANECDOTES.    Arranged  on  a  New  Principle.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sm, 

PAYN  (JAMES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  38.  6d,  each;  cost  Bvo,  illustrated  boards.  3*.  each. 

FROM   EXILE.       I      HOLIDAY  TASKS. 

THE   CANON'S  WARD. 

THE  TALK   OF  THE  TOWN. 

GLOW-WORM  TALES. 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MIRBRIDGE. 

THE  WORD  AND  THE   WILL. 

THE  BURNT  MILLION. 

SUNNY  STORIES.  |  A  TRYING  PATIEST. 


LOST  SIR  MASSINGBERD. 
WALTER'S  WORD.  TED. 

LESS  BLACK  THAN  WE'RE  PAINT- 
BY  PROXY.  I  FOR  CASH  ONLY. 
HIGH   SPIRITS. 
UNDER   ONE  ROOF. 
A  CONFIDENTIAL  AGENT. 
A  GRAPE  FROM  A  THORN. 


HUMOROUS  STORIES. 

THE   FOSTER  BROTHERS. 

THE  FAMILY  SCAPEGRACE, 

MARRIED  BENEATH  HIM. 

BENTINCK'S  TUTOR. 

A  PERFECT  TREASURE. 

A  COUNTY  FAMILY. 

LIKE  FATHER,  LIKE  SON. 

A  WOMAN'S  VENGEANCE. 

CARLYON'S  YEAR.! CECIL'S TRTST. 

MURPHY'S  MASTER. 

AT  HER  MERCY. 

THE  CLYFFARDS  OF  CLTFFE. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  38.  each. 


FOUND  DEAD. 

GWENDOLINE'S  HARVEST. 

A  MARINE  RESIDENCE. 

MIRK  ABBEY. 

SOME  PRIVATE  VIEWS. 

NOT  WOOED,  BUT  WON. 

TWO  HUNDRED  POUNDS  REWARD. 

THE  BEST  OF  HUSBANDS. 

HALVES. 

FALLEN  FORTUNES. 

WHAT  HE  COST  HER. 

KIT:  A  MEMORY. 

A  PRINCE  OF  THE  BLOOD. 


IN  PERIL  AND  PRIVATION:   Stories  of  Marine  Adventure.     With  17  Illua- 

tntions.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
NOTES  FROM  THE  •<HEWS."    Crown  Svo,  portrait  cover,  Is. }  cloth,  Is.  «d. 
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PANDURANG  HARI ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  HiBdoo.  With  Preface  by  Sir 
Bartle  Frere.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  '3»,  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illustra'ed  boards,  ij*. 

PASCAL'S  PROVINCIAL  LETTERS.  A  New  Translation,  with  His- 
torical Introduction  and   Notes  by  T.  MCrie.  D.D.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp.  '2». 

PAUL  (MARGARET  A.).— GENTLE  AND  SIMPLE.    With  Frontis- 

piece  by  Helen  Paterson.    Crown  &vo,  cloth.  38.  Gd. ;  post  &vo,  illust.  boards.  ti««, 

PENNELL  (H.  CHOLMONDELEY),  WORKS  BY.  Post  Svo.ci./^^.ed. each. 

PUCK   ON   PEGASUS.     With  Illustrations. 

PEGASUS  RE-SADDLED.     With  Ten  lull-page  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  Macrier. 

THE   MUSES  OF   MAYFAIR.    Vers  de  Societe,  Selected  by  H   C.  Pesnell. 

PHELPS  (E.  STUART),  WORKS  BY.  PostSvo  is.  each:  cloth  1«.  ed.each. 
BEYOND  THE  GATES.  OLD  MAID'S  PARADISE.  |  BURGLARS  IB  PARADISE. 
JACK  THE  FISHERMAN.   Illistrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Cr.  &vo.  A».  ;  cloth,  la.  tfj. 

PIRKIS  (C.  L.).  NOVELS  BY. 

TROOPING   WITH  CROWS.    Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is. 
LADY  LOVELACE.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  -2s. 

PLANCHE  (J.  R.),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PURSUIVANT  OF  ARMS.  With  Six  Plates,  and  aoglLdsts.  Cr.Svo.cl.  7-.  «d. 
SONGS  AND  POEMS,  1819-1S79.    Introduction  by  Mrs.  Mackarness.  Cr.  ovo,  cl.,  Ox. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES  OF  ILLUSTRIOUS  MEN.    With  Notes  and  Life 

of  Plutarch  by  J.  and  Wm.   Lasghorne.  Portraits.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Bvo,  lOs.  6d, 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Intro- 
duction  by  Chas.  Baudelaire,  Portrait,  ar:d  Facsimiles.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  7».  6d. 
THE  MYSTERY  OF  MARIE   ROGET,  &c.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  8g. 

POPE'S  POETICAL  WORKS.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

PRAED  (MRS.  CAMPBELL),  NOVELS  BY.    Post  svo.  i.iust.  bds.,  2«.  e. 

THE  ROMANCE  OF  A  STATION.         |         THE  SOUL  OF  COUNTESS  ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW  AND  LAWMAKER.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Js.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  boards.  28. 
CHRISTINA  CHARD.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3*.  Gd. 

PRICE  (E.  C),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .3".  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
YALENTINA.  |  THE  FOREIGNERS.         j  MBS.  LANCASTER'S  RIVAL. 

GERALD.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  28. 


PRINCESS    OLGA. — RADNA  :   A  Novel.      Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6^. 

PROCTOR  (RICHARD  A.,  B.A.),  WORKS  BY. 

FLOWERS  OF  THE  SKY.  With  55  lllusts.  Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3«».  6d. 
EASY  STAR  LESSONS.  With  Star  .Maps  for  Every  Night  in  the  Year.  Cr.  ovo  tts. 
FAMILIAR  SCIENCE  STUDIES.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  «». 
SATURN  AND  ITS  SYSTEM.  With  13  Steel  Plates.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  10«.  6d. 
MYSTERIES  OF  TIME  AND  SPACE.  With  Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra  6*. 
THE  UNIVERSE  OF  SUNS.  W-.xn  numerous  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex..  tis. 
WAGES  AND   WANTS  OF   SCIENCE  WORKERS.    Crown  Svo,  Is.  6d. 

PRYCE  (RICHARD).-MiSS  MAXWELL'S  AFFECTIONS.     Frontis- 

piece  by  Hai.  Ludlow.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  38.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards.,  2.>». 

PAMBOSSON    (J.).  — POPULAR    ASTRONOMY.       With    Coloured 

P. ate  and  numerous  Illustrations     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 

RANDOLPH   (LIEUT.-COL.    GEORGE,    U.S.A.). -AUNT    ABIGAIL 

DYKES:  A  No^e!.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

RIDDELL  (MRS.  J.  H.),   NOVELS  BY: 

WEIRD  STORIES,  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  2*. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
THE  UNINHABITED  HOUSE.  I  FAIRY   WATER. 

THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES'S  GARDEN  |         HER  MOTHER'S  DARLING. 

PARTY.                                                           THE  NUNS  CURSE. 
MYSTERY  IN  PALACE  GARDENS.     |         IDLE  TALES. 

RIVES  (AMELIE).— BARBARA  DERING  :  A  Sequel  to  ■•  The  Quick  or 

the  Dead  ?  '    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  iit».  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2«. 
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READE  (CHARLES),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  bvo.  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  3s.  each. 
PEG  WOFFINGTON.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  8vo,  half-leather,  38.  6d. — And  a  Cheap 

Popular  Edition  of  Peg  Woffington   and   Christie  Johnstone,  the  two 

Stories  in  One  Volume,  medium  8vo.  6d. ;  cloth,  Is. 
CHRISTIE  JOHNSTONE.  Illustrated  by  William  Small.— Also  a  Pocket  Edition, 

set  in  New  Type,  in  Elzevir  style,  fcap.  Svo,  half-leather,  tin.  tid. 
IT  IS  NEVER  TOO  LATE  TO  MEND.  Illustrated  by  G.  J.  Pinwell.— Also  the  Cheap 

Popular  Edition,  medium  Svo,  portrait  cover.  <ifl.  ;  cloth,  Is. 
COURSE  OF  TRUE  LOVE  NEVER  DID  RUN  SMOOTH.    Illust   Helen  Paterson. 
THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY   OF  A   THIEF,  &c.     Illustrated  by  Matt  Stretch. 
LOVE  ME  LITTLE,  LOVE  ME  LONG.    Illustrated  by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 
THE  DOUBLE  MARRIAGE.    Illusts.  by  Sir  John  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  C.  Keene. 
THE  CLOISTER  AND  THE  HEARTH.    Illustrated  by  Charles  Keene.— Also  the 

Elzevir  Edition,  with  an  Introduction  by  Walter  Besant,  4  vols.,  post  Svo, 

each  with  Frontispiece,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,   14s.  the  set;  and  the  Cheap 

Popular  Edition,  medium  Svo,  6d. ;  cloth,  Is. 
HARD  CASH.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GRIFFITH  GAUNT.    Illustrated  by  S.  L.  Fildes,  R.A.,  and  William  Small. 
FOUL  PLAY.    Illustrated  by  George  Du  Maurier. 
PUT  YOURSELF  IN   HIS  PLACE.    Illustrated  by  Pobert  Barnes. 
A  TERRIBLE  TEMPTATION.    Illustrated  by  Edwako  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Coofer. 
A  SIMPLETON.    Illustrated  by  Kate  Craufurd. 

THE  WANDERING  HEIR.    Illust.  by  H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  C.  Green,  &c. 
A  WOMAN-HATER.     Illustrated  by  Thomas  Couldery. 
SINGLEHEART  AND  DOUBLEFACE.    Illustrated  by  P.  Macnab. 
GOOD  STORIES  OF  MEN  AND  OTHER  ANIMALS.    Illust.  by  E.A.  Abbey,  &C. 
THE  JILT,  and  other  Stories.     Illustrated  by  Joseph  Nash. 
A  PERILOUS  SECRET.    Illustrated  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
BEADIANA.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  Charles  Reade. 
BIBLE  CHARACTERS:  Studies  of  David.  Paul,  &c.    Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette.  Is, 
SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  WORKS  OF  CHARLES  READE.   Crown  Svo,  with  Por- 
trait,  buckram,  tfs. ;  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  38.  <>«l. ^^ 

RIMMER    (ALFRED),    WORKS    BY.      Square  Svo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  «d.  each. 
OUR  OLD  COUNTRY  TOWNS.    With  55  Illustrations. 
RAMBLES  ROUND  ETON  AND  HARROW.    With  50  Illustrations. 
ABOUT  ENGLAND  WITH  DICKENS.    With  58  Illusts.  byC.  A.  Vanderhoof,  &c. 

ROBINSON   CRUSOE.     By  Daniel  Defoe.     (Majors  Edition.)    With 

3 7  Illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  38. 

ROBINSON  (F.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

WOMEN  ARE   STRANGE.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards    Jx. 

THE  HANDS  OF  JUSTICE.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  38.  6d. ,  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  33. 

ROBINSON    (PHIL),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
THE   POETS'  BIRDS.                                |  THE   POETS'  BEASTS. 
THE   POETS  AND  NATURE;   REPTILES,  FISHES,  AND  INSECTS. 

ROCHEFOUCAULD'S  MAXIMS  AND  MORAL  REFLECTIONS.   With 

Notes,  and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  38. 

ROLL  OF   BATTLE  ABBEY,  THE  :  A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors 

who  came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror.     Handsomely  printed.  5^*. 

ROSENGARTEN  (A.).— HANDBOOK  OF  ARCHITECTURAL  STYLES. 

Translated  by  W.  Collktt-Sandars.    With  639  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra.  78.  <i<l, 

ROWLEY   (HON.    HUGH)rWORKS    BY.      Post  Svo,  cloth,  38.  6d.  each. 
PUNIANA:   RIDDLES  AND  JOKES.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 
MORE  PUNIANA.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  BOOKS  AND  NOVELS  BY ; 

Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6».  each ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  38.  each ;  cloth  limp,  3s.  6d.  ea. 

ROUND  THE  GALLEY-FIRE.  i    A  BOOK   FOR  THE   HAMMOCK. 

IN   THE   MIDDLE  WATCH.  MYSTERY  OF  THE  "OCEAN  STAR." 

A  VOYAGE  TO  THE  CAPE^ I    THE  ROMANCE  OF  JENNY  HARLOWE. 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  li>*,  Gd.  ea. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  38.  ea.  ;  cloth  limp.  3s.  Gd.  ea. 

AN  OCEAN  TRAGEDY.  |    MY  SHIPMATE  LOUISE. 

ALONE  ON  A  WIDE  WIDE  SEA. 

ON   THE   FO'K'SLE   HEAD.    Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  38. ;  cloth  limp,  38.  Gd. 

THE  GOOD  SHIP  "MOHOCK."    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  lOs.  net. 

THE  PHANTOM  DEATH,  &c.    With  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  3s.  Gd. 

THE  CONVICT  SHIP,    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  158,  net.  IShortly. 
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RUNCIMAN  (JAMES),  STORIES  BY.     Post  8vo,  bds.,  2>».  ea. ;  cl.,  2..  6cl.  ea. 
SKIPPERS  AND   SHELLBACKS.          I    GRACE  BALMAIGM'S  SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS  AND   SCHOLARS. | 

RUSSELL  (DORA),  NOVELS  BY. 

A  COUNTRY  SWEETHEART.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d.                      [Sept. 
THE  DRIFT  OF  FATE.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  15s..  net. 

CAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  NOVELS  BY. 

^  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  Od.  each  ;    post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  28.  each. 

A  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY.     Note  by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  and  Frontispiece. 
THE  JUNIOR  DEAN.  |  MASTER  OF  ST.  BENEDICT'S,  j  TO  HIS  OWN  MASTER. 

Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  Od.  each. 
THE  OLD  MAID'S  SWEETHEART.      |         MODEST  LITTLE  SARA. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  ttd.  each. 
ORCHARD  DAMEREL.                      |    IN  THE  FACE  OF  THE  WORLD.    ISkortly. 
THE  TREMLETT  DIAMONDS.     Two  Vols..  IPs,  net. [SJiortly. 

SALA  (G.  A.).-GASLIGHT  AND  DAYLIGHT.  Post  8vo,  boards.  2s. 
SANSON.-SEVEN  GENERATIONS  OF  EXECUTIONERS  :  Memoirs 

of  the  Sanson  Family  (i638  to  1847).     Crown  Svo,  cloib  extra.  3s.  6ti. 

SAUNDERS  (JOHN),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  po<;t  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
GUY  WATERMAN.     |    THE   LION  IN  THE  PATH.  |      THE  TWO  DREAMERS. 
BOUND  TO  THE  WHEEL.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  38.  Gd. 

SAUNDERS  (KATHARINE),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  ttd.  each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  28*  each, 
MARGARET  AND  ELIZABETH.  I    HEART   SALVAGE. 

THE  HIGH  MILLS.  |    SEBASTIAN. 

JOAN  MERRYWEATHER.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
GIDEON'S  ROCK.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  Ss.  6d. 

SCOTLAND  YARD,  Past  and  Present  :  Experiences  of  37  Years.  By 
Ex-Chief-Inspector  Cavanagh.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. ;  cloth,  28.  Cd. 

SECRET  OUT,  THE  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Enter- 
taining  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  "  White  Magic."  By  W.  H.  Cremer. 
With  300  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  48.  tid. 

SEGUIN  (L.   G.),   WORKS  BY. 

THE  COUNTRY  OF  THE  PASSION  PLAY  (OBERAMMERGAU)  and  the  Highlands 

of  Bavaria.     With  Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 
WALKS  IN  ALGIERS.    With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 

SENIOR  (WM.).-BY  STREAM  AND  SEA.  Post  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6d. 
SERGEANT  (A.).— DR.  ENDICOTT'S  EXPERIMENT.  2  vols.,  lOs.  net. 
SHAKESPEARE  FOR  CHILDREN :  LAMB'S  TALES  FROM  SHAKE- 

SPEARE.     With  Illusts..  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  Moyr  Smith.     Cr.  4to,  .3w.  fid. 

SHARP    (WILLIAM). -CHILDREN   OF  TO-MORROW:    A  Novel. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Gs. 

SHELLEY  (PERCY  BYSSHE),  THE  COMPLETE  WORKS  IN  VERSE 

AND    PROSE   OF.     Edited,   Prefaced,   and    Annotated  by  R.    Hernb  Shepherd. 
Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  3«.  Od.  each. 
POETICAL  WORKS,  in  Three  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  Post.humous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;  Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale;  The  Wandering  Jew;  Queen  Mab,  with  the  Notes;    AJostor, 
and  other  Poems  ;  Rosalind  and  Helen  :  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c 
Vol.    II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;  The  Cenci;  Julian  and  Maddalo ;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;  The  Witch  or 

Atlas;  Epipsjchidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems  ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Heces. 
PROSE   WORKS,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Inryne ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A  Refuta- 
tion of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
VoL    II.  The  Essays ;   Letters  from  Abroad  ;  Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY. 
With  a  Bibliography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

SHERARD  (R.  H.).— ROGUES  :  A  Novel.  Crown  Svo.  1h.  ;  cloth,  l8.  6d. ' 
SHERIDAN  (GENERAL  P.  H.),   PERSONAL  MEMOIRS  OF.    Wiih 

Portraits  and  t  a.c5iaiiies.    Two  Vols. ,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  248, 
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SHERIDAN'S  (RICHARD  BRINSLEY)  COMPLETE  WORKS.    With 

Life  and  Anecdotes.      Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and 

Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches  and  Jokes.  lo  Illusts.  Cr.8vo,  hf.-bound  78.6(1. 

THE  RIVALS,  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL,  and  other  Plays.    Post  8vo,  printed 

on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  ijs. 
SHERIDAN'S   COMEDIES:   THE  RIVALS    and  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  SCANDAL. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by 
Brander  Matthews.    With  Illustrations.     Demy  8vo.  half-parchment,  l^s.  tttl. 

SIDNEY'S  (SIR  PHILIP)  COMPLETE  POETICAL  WORKS,  includ- 

ing  all  those  in  "Arcadia."     With  Portrait,  Memorial-Introduction,  Notes,  &c.  by  the 
Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  P.P.      Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  cloth  boards.  ISi*. 

SIGNBOARDS:   Their   History.      With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and    Remarkable   Characters.      By  Jacob  Larwood   and   John   Camden    Hotten. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7».  6«l. 

SIMS  (GEO.  R.),  WORKS  BY.    Post  Svo.  illust.  bds..  a*,  ea  ;  cl.  limp,  2*.  CdT^. 


ROGUES  AND  VAGABONDS. 
THE   RING  0'  BELLS. 
MARY  JANE'S  MEMOIRS. 
MARY  JANE  MARRIED. 
TINKLETOP'S  CRIME. 
ZEPH:  A  Circus  Story,  &c. 


TALES  OF  TO  DAY. 

DRAMAS  OF  LIFE.  With  60  Illustrations. 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  LANDLADY. 

MY  TWO  WIVES. 

SCENES  FROM  THE  SHOW. 


Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.  each  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  each. 
HOW  THE  POOR  LIVE ;  and  HORRIBLE  LONDON. 
THE  DAGONET  RECITER  AND  READER:   being   Readings  and   Recitations  in 

Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his  own  Works  by  George  R.  Sims. 
THE  CASE  OF  GEORGE  CANDLEMAS.  |         DAGONET  DITTIES. 
DAGONET  ABROAD.    Crown  a^o,  c  oth,  3h.  to«». [Shcrty. 

SISTER  DORA  :   A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With  Four 
Illustrations.     Pemy  Svo.  picture  cover.  4d.;  cloth,  <icl. 

SKETCHLEY  (ARTHUR).— A  MATCH  IN  THE  DARK.     Post  Svo. 

illustrated  boards,  iJH. 

SLANG    DICTIONARY    (THE) :   Etymological,   Historical,  and  Anec- 

dotal.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  <»s.  tid. 


SMITH  (J.  MOYR),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  PRINCE   OF  ARGOLIS.    With  130  Illusts.     Post  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Ss.  6d. 
THE   WOOING  OF  THE   WATER  WITCH.    Illustrated.     Post  Svo.  cloth,  6a. 

SOCIETY  IN  LONDON.     Crown  8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

"SOCIETY  IN   PARIS  :    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.     A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  68. 

SOMERSET   (LORD    HENRY).  -  SONGS    OF    ADIEU.     Small  4to, 

Jatiaiiese  vellum,  6s. 

SPALDING  (T.   A.,   LL.B.).— ELIZABETHAN   DEMONOLOGY :  An 

Essay  on  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Pevils.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Sn. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  beards.  28.  each. 


THE  MYSTERIES  OP  HERON  DYKE. 
BY  DEVIOUS  WAYS,  &c. 
HOODWINKED;  and  THE  SANDY- 
CROFT  MYSTERY. 

QUITTANCE 


THE  GOLDEN  HOOP. 
BACK  TO  LIFE. 
THE  LOUDWATER  TRAGEDY. 
BURGO S  ROMANCE. 
IN  FULL. 


Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A  BARREN  TITLE. |         WIFE  OR  NO  WIFE? 

THE  SANDYCROFT  MYSTERY.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 
A  SECRET  OP  THE  8EA.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 
THE  GREY  MONK.    Three  Vols.,  15s.  net. 


SPENSER   FOR  CHILDREN.      By  M.  H.  Towry.     With  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3a.  6d. 

STARRY    HEAVENS    (THE):   A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal 

i6nio,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

STEDMAN    (E.    C),    WORK«    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9s.  each. 
VICTORIAN  POETS.  |         THE  POETS  OF  AMERICA. 
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STERNDALE  (R.  ARMITAGE).— THE  AFGHAN  KNIFE :  A  Novel. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  lis,  ttd. :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2«. 

STEVENSON    (R.    LOUIS),    WORKS   BY.      Post  Svo.cl.  limp.  as.  6d.  each 

TRAVELS  WITH  A  DONKEY.   With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

AN  INLAND  VOYAGE.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Cranb. 
Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  68.  each. 

FAMILIAR  STUDIES  OF  MEN  AND  BOOKS. 

THE   SILVERADO  SQUATTERS.     With  Frontispiece  by  J.  D.  Strono. 

THE  MERRY  MEN.  |    UNDERWOODS:  Poems. 

MEMORIES  AND  PORTRAITS. 

YIRGINIBUS  PUERISQUE,  and  other  Papers.      |    BALLADS,    j    PRINCE  OTTO. 

ACROSS  THE  PLAINS,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

HEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.    Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.;  post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  "in. 

THE   SUICIDE  CLUB;  and  THE   RAJAH'S   DIAMOND.    (From  New  Arabian 
Nights.)    With  8  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  Hennessy.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  59. 

FATHER  DAMIEN:    An  Open  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Dr.   Hyde.     Crown  8vo,  hand- 
made and  brown  paper,  Is. 

THE  EDINBURGH  EDITION  OP  THE  WORKS  0?  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVEN- 
SON.   20  Vols.,  demy  8vo.    This  Edition  (which  is  limited  to  1,000  copies)  is  sold 
only  in  Sets,  the  pi  ice  of  which  maybe  learned  from  the  Booksellers.    The 
Vols,  are  appearing  at  the  rate  of  one  a  month,  beginning  Nov.  1894. 

STODDARD  (C.  WARREN).-SUMMER  CRUISING  IN  THE  SOUTH 

SEAS.     Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

STORIES  FROM  FOREIGN  NOVELISTS.    With  Notices  by  Helen  and 

Alice  ZiMMERN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s* 

STRANGE  MANUSCRIPT  (A)  FOUND  IN  A  COPPER  CYLINDER^ 

Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illusts.  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  5». ;  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  ^s. 

STRANGE  SECRETS.  Told  by  Conan  Doyle,  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Flor. 

ence  Marry  at,  &c.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 

STRUTT    (JOSEPH).— THE    SPORTS   AND  PASTIMES    OF    THE 

PEOPLE  OP  ENGLAND;  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May 
Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c.,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time. 
Edited  by  William  Hone.     With  140  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s,  6<l. 

SWIFT'S  (DEAN)  CHOICE  WORKS,  in  Prose  and  Verse.   With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in"  Gulliver's  Travels."  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  7»,  6d« 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS,  and   A  TALE   OP  A   TUB.     Post  8vo,  half-bound,  !is. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT;  A  Study.  B%J.Churton  Collins.  Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  Ss. 

SWINBURNE  (ALGERNON  C),  WORKS  BY. 


SELECTIONS  FEOM  POETICAL  WORKS  OF  A.  C. 

SWINBURNE.     Fcap.  ?vo,  68. 
ATALAKTA  IN  CALYDON.    Crown  8vo,  6«. 
CHASTELARD  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  7«. 
?OEMS  AND  BALLADS.  FIRST  SERIES.   Crown 

Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9s. 
POEMS    AND    BALLADS.       SECOND    SERIES. 

Crown  Svo  or  fcap.  Svo,  9«. 
POEMS  &  BALLADS.   THIRD  SERIES.  Cr.  Svo,  7«. 
SONGS  BEFORE  SUNRISE.     Crown  Svo,  10«.  6d. 
BOTHWELL  -.    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  12s.  6<L 
SONGS  OF  TWO  NATIONS.    Crown  Svo,  63. 
GEORGE   CHAPMAN.    (See  Vol.  II.  of  G.  CHAP- 

M.\XS  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  6«. 
ESSAYS  AND  STUDIES.    Crown  Svo,  12s. 
ERECHTHEUS  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6«. 


A  NOTE  ON  CHARLOTTE  BRONTE.    Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
SONGS  OF  THE  SPRINGTIDES.     Crown  Svo.  6m. 
STUDIES  IN  SONG.     Crown  Svo.  7s. 
MARY  STUART:    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  to. 
TRISTRAM  OF  LYONESSE.    Crown  Svo,  9«. 
A  CENTURY  OP  ROUNDELS.     Small  4to,  8«. 
A  MIDSUMMER  HOLIDAY.    Crown  Svo,  7«. 
MARINO  FALIERO  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo.  $■. 
A  STUDY  OF  VICTOR  HUGO.    Crown  Svo,  6>. 
M'SCELLANIES.     Crown  Svo,  12s. 
LOCRINE  :    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  61. 
A  STUDY  OF  BEN  JONSON.     Crown  Svo,  7«. 
THE  SISTERS:    A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
ASTROPHEL.  &c.     Crown  Svo,  Vs. 
STUDIES  IN  PROSE  AND  POETBY.    Crown  Svo. 
98. 


SYNTAX'S  (DR.)  THREE   TOURS  :    In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in 
Search  of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.  With  Rowlandson's  Coloured  Illus- 
trations.and  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

TAINE'S   HISTORY   OF   ENGLISH   LITERATURE.     Translated  by 

■*■     Henry  Van  Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  30«.— Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 

TAYLOR  (DR.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),   WORKS   BY.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  5s.  each. 
THE  SAGACITY  AND  MORALITY  OF  PLANTS:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct 
of  the  Vegetable  Kini^dom.     With  a  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  lOO  Illustrations. 
OUR  COMMON  BRITISH  FOSSILS,  and  Where  to  Find  Them.    331  IllustraUons. 
THE  PLAYTIME  NATURALIST.    With  366  Illustrations. 
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TAYLOR  (BAYARD).-DIVERSIONS  OF  THE  ECHO  CLUB  :    Bur- 

lesques  of  Modern  Writers.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ti»,     

TAYLOR  (TOM). -HISTORICAL  DRAMAS.    Containing  "  Clancarty." 

"Jeanne  Dare,"  "'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "The  Fool's  Revenge,"   "  Arkwright's 
Wife,"  "Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion.''    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts,  ttd. 
%*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  Is.  each. 

TENNYSON  (LORD):    A  Biographical  Sketch.      By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
Post  8vo,  portrait  cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

THACKERAYANA  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.     Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace  Thackeray.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  Cd. 

THAMES,  A    NEW   PICTORIAL  HISTORY    OF    THE.      By   A.    S. 

Krausse.     With  340  Illustrations      Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  <>d. 

THIERS  (ADOLPHE).-HISTORY  of  the  CONSULATE  &  EMPIRE  of 

FRANCE    UNDER    NAPOLEON.      Translated  by  D.  Forbes  Campbell  and  John 
Stebbing.     With  36  Steel  Plates.     12  vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  125.  each. 

THOMAS  (BERTHA),  NOVELS  BY.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  Od.  ea. ;  post  8vo.  2*.  ea. 

THE  YIOLIN-PLAYER.      |         PROUD  MAISIE. 

CRESSIDA.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  gs.        

THOMSON'S  SEASONS,  and  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE.    With  Intro- 

duction  by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  48  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  rja. 

THORNBURY  (WALTER),  WORKS  BY. 

THE  LIFE  AND  CORRESPONDENCE  OF  J.   M.  W.  TURNER.     With  Illustra- 
tions in  Colours.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  7».  6d. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  3s.  each. 
OLD  STORIES  RE-TOLD. |    TALES  FOR  THE  MARINES. 


TIMBS    (JOHN),    WORKS    BY.      Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  Cd.  each. 

THE  HISTORY   OF  CLUBS  AND  CLUB  LIFE    IN  LONDON:    Anecdotes  of  its 

Famous  Cotfee-houses,  Hostelries,  and  Taverns.     With  42  Illustrations. 
ENGLISH  ECCENTRICS  AND  ECCENTRICITIES:    Stories  of  Delusions,  Impos- 
tures.  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric  Artists.  Theatrical  Folk.  &c.    48  Illustrations. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ss.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  Ss.  each, 
THE  WAY  WE  LIVE  NOW.  I    MR.  SCARBOROUGH'S  FAMILY, 

FRAU  FROHMANN.  |    THE  LAND-LEAGUERS. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  '-is.  each. 
KEPT  IN  THE  DARK.  I    THE  AMERICAN  SENATOR. 

THE  GOLDEN  LION  OF  GRANPERE.  |    JOHN   CALDIGATE.      |    MARION  FAY. 

TROLLOPE  (FRANCES  E.),  NOVELS  BY. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  Us.  6d.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  3s.  each. 
LIKE  SHIPS  UPON  THE  SEA.    |    MABEL'S  PROGRESS.    |    ANNE  FURNESS. 

TROLLOPE  (T.  A.).-DIAMOND  CUT  DIAMOND.  Post  svo,  iiiust.  bds..  gs. 
TROWBRIDGE  (J.  T.).-FARNELL'S  FOLLY.  Post  8vo.  boards,  2s. 
TYTLER  (C.  C.  FRASER-).-MISTRESS  JUDITH  :    A  Novel.    Crown 

><vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tjs. 

TYTLER  (SARAH),  NOVELS^BY. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  Ss.  each. 
THE  BRIDE'S  PASS.  I    BURIED  DIAMONDS. 

LADY  BELL.  I    THE  BLACKHALL  GHOSTS. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  tis.  each. 
WHAT  SHE  CAME  THROUGH.  I    BEAUTY  AND  THE  BEAST. 

CITOYENNE  JACQUELINE  DISAPPEARED.  |  NOBLESSE  OBLIGE, 

SAINT  MUNGO'S  CITY.       |    THE  HUGUENOT  FAMILY. 

THE  MACDONALD  LASS.     With  Frontispiece.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.     [Shorily. 

TTPWARDTALLENirNOVELS  BY. 

^     THE  QUEEN  AGAINST  OWEN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  bds.,  2s, 

THE  PRINCE  OF  BALKISTAN,    Crown  Svq,  cloth  extra,  3.s.  6d.  ^Shortly. 

VASHTI  AND  ESTHER.     By  the  Writer  of  "Belle's"  Letters  in  Ths 

^      World      Crown  hvo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

VILLARI  (LINDA). -A  DOUBLE  BOND  :   A  Story.    Fcap.  8vo,  Is, 
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ViZETELLY  (ERNEST  A.).— THE  SCORPION  :  A  Romance  of  Spain. 

With  a  Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  38.  6d. 

WALFORD  (EDWARD,  M.A.).  WORKS  BY. 

•  '     WALFOED  S  COUNTY  FAMILIES  OF  THJE  UNITED  KINGDOM  (1895).    Containing^  the  Descent, 
Birth.    Marriage,  Education,  &C.,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses, 
Clubs,  &c.     Royal  6vo,  cloth  pilt,  50«. 
WALFOKD'8  SHlLLINO  PEERAGE  (1895).    Containing  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 


Irish  Peers,  &:c.     32010,  cloth.  Is. 

IHn.T.TNG  BARONETAGE   (1895).     Containing 
Kine[dora,  Biographical  Noti<-es.  Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cloth.  Is. 


WALFORD  S   SHILLING  BARONETAGE   (1895).    Containing  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 


WALFORD  S    SHtLLINO    KNIGHTAGE   flS35).    Containing  a   Liit  of  the  Knights  of  the   United 

Kingdom,  Bic^^raphical  Notices,  .addresses,  &c.     xziao,  cloth,  Ij. 
WALFORD  8  SHILLING  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS  (1895;.    Containing  a  List  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

New  Par:iam<^nt.  their  Adnresses  Clubs.  Sec.     32010,  cloth.  Is. 
WALFORD  S  COMPLETE  PEERAGE.  BARONETAGE,  KNIGHTAGE,  AND  HOUSE  OF  COMMONS 

(1895)      Roj-al  ssmo,  doth,  gilt  edges.  5g. 

TALES  OF  OUR  GREAT  FAMILIES.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

WALTON   AND    COTTON'S    COMPLETE    ANGLER ;   or,  The  Con- 

templative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a 
Troat  or  Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes 
by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

WALT    WHITMAN,    POEMS     BY.       Edited,    with    Introduction,   by 
William  M.Rossetti.  With  Portrait.  Cr.Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6g. 

WARD  (HERBERT).-MY  LIFE  WITH  STANLEY'S  REAR  GUARD. 

With  a  Map  by  F.  S.  Weller.     Post  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

WARNER   (CHARLES   DUDLEY).- A   ROUNDABOUT   JOURNEY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6w. 

WARRANT   TO    EXECUTE    CHARLES   L     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59 

Signatures  and  Seals,     Printed  on  paper  22  in.  by  14  in.     28. 
WARRANT  TO  EXECUTE   MARY    QUEEN   OF  SCOTS.    A  Facsimile,  including 
Queen  Elizabeth's  Signature  and  the  Great  Seal,     tjs. 

WASSERMANN  (LILLIAS),  NOVELS  BY. 

THE  DAFFODILS.    Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

THE  MARQUIS  OF  CARABAS.     By  Aaron  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann. 
Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  28. 

WEATHER,  HOW  TO  FORETELL  THE,  WITH  THE  POCKET  SPEC- 
TROSCOPE.   By  F,  W.  Cory.     With  10  Illustrations.    Cr.  Svo.  Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

WEBBER  (BYRON).— FUN,  FROLIC,  AND  FANCY.    With  43  lUus- 

trations  by  Phil  May  and  Charles  May.     Fcap,  4to,  picture  cover,  Is. 

WESTALL    (WILLIAM).  —  TRUST-MONEY.       Post  8vo.  illustrated 

boards,  28. ;  cloth  Ump.  3s.  6d.      

WHIST,  HOW  TO  PLAY  SOLO.    By  Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles 

F.  Pardon.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

WHITE  (GILBERT).— THE  NATURAL  HISTORY  OF  SELBORNE: 

Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  28. 

WILLIAMS  (W.  MATTIEU,  F.R.A.S.),  WORKS  BY. 

SCIENCE  IN  SHORT  CHAPTERS.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  78.  6d. 
A  SIMPLE  TREATISE  ON  HEAT.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  38.  6d. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  COOKERY.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  68. 
THE  CHEMISTRY  OF  IRON  AND  STEEL  MAKING.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  98. 
A  VINDICATION  OF  PHRENOLOGY.      With  Portrait  and  43  lUustrations.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth  extra.  128.  ftd. 

WILLIAMSON  (MRS.  F.  H.).-A  CHILD  WIDOW.    Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s. 
WILSON  (DR.  ANDREW,  F.R.S.E.),  WORKS  BY. 

CHAPTERS  ON  EVOLUTION.  With  259  Illustrations.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Ts.  6d. 
LEAVES  FROM  A  NATURALIST'S  NOTE-BOOK.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  28.  ttd. 
LEISURE-TIME    STUDIES.     With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Os. 
STUDIES  IN  LIFE  AND  SENSE.     With  numerous  Illusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  68. 
COMMON  ACCIDENTS:  HOW  TO  TREAT  THEM.  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  Is.;  c!.,  Is.ed. 
GLIMPSES  OF  NATURE.   With  35  Illustrations.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3m.  6d. 

WISSMANN  (HERMANN  VON).— MY  SECOND  JOURNEY  THROUGH 

EQUATORIAL  AFRICA.    With  qz  XllusuaUons,    Demy  Svo,  16». 
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Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2a,  each; 


WINTER  (J.  S.),   STORIES  BY. 

cloth  limp,  28.  6d.  each. 

CAVALRY  LIFE.  |  REGIMEHTAL  LEGENDS. 

A  SOLDIER'S  CHILDREN.  With  34  Illustrations  byE.  G.Thomson  and  E.  Stuart 
Hardy.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  38.  6d. 

WOOD  (H.  F.),  DETECTIVE  STORIES  BY.    Post  8vo.  boards.  3«.  each. 
PASSENGER  FROM  SCOTLAND  YARD.    |    ENGLISHMAN  OF  THE  RUE  CAIN. 

WOOD  (LADY).— SABINA  :  A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
WOOLLEY  (CELIA  PARKER).— RACHEL  ARMSTRONG ;  or,  Love 

and  Theology.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  tin. ;  cloth,  ti».  6d. 

WRIGHT  (THOMAS),    WORKS   BY.      Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  rs.  6d.  each. 

CARICATURE  HISTORY  OF  THE  GEORGES.    With  400  Caricatures.  Squibs,  &c. 

HISTORY   OF   CARICATURE  AND    OF   THE    GROTESQUE  IN  ART,  LITERA* 
TURE,  SCULPTURE,  AND  PAINTING.    Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt.  F.b.A. 

WYNMAN  (MARGARET).— MY  FLIRTATIONS.      With  13  Illustra- 

tions  by  J.  Bernard  Partridgk.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  3a.  6d. 

VATES    (EDMUND),  NOVELS    BY.      Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  28.  each. 
^    LAND  AT  LAST.  |         THE  FORLORN  HOPE.     |      CASTAWAY. 

2ANGWILL  (I.)— GHETTO  TRAGEDIES.     With  Three  Illustrations 

by  A.  S.  Boyd.     Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  la.  net. 

ZOLA  (EMILE),  NOVELS  BY.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

THE  DOWNFALL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised. 
THE  DREAM.    Translated  by  Eliza  Chase.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Jeanniot. 
DOCTOR  PASCAL.    Translated  by  E.  A.  Vizetelly.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 
HONEY.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 
LOURDES.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

EMILE  ZOLA:   A  Biography.    By  R.  H.  Sherard.    With  Portraits.  Illustrations. 
and  Facsimile  Letter.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  13». 

SOME  BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

*»•  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  i-a6. 
THE   MAYFAIR   LIBRARY.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  as.  6d.  per  Volume. 


A  Jonmey  Bound  My  Room.  By  X.  de  Maistre. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  W.  D.  Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times." 

Uelancholy  Anatomised:  An  Abridgement  of  Bur- 
ton's "  Anatomy  of  Melancholy." 

Poetical  Ingenuities.    By  W.  T.  DOBSON. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

W.  S.  Gilbert's  Plays.    Three  Series. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Boclal  Pressure.    By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    By  H.  J.  JENNINGS. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  BreaUast-Table.  By  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  KEMPT. 

Little  Essays  :  from  LAMB'S  Letters. 

rorensic  Anecdotes.    By  Tacob  Larwoop. 


Theatrical  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Jeux  d'Esprit.    Edited  by  Henry  S.  LEIGH. 
Witch  Stories.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  LYNN  LiNTON. 
Pastimes  and  Players.    By  R.  Macgregor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
The  New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Ke  saddled.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Edited  by  H.  C.  PENNELL. 
Thoreau  :  His  Life  and  Aims.    By  H.  A.  PaGH. 
Puniana.    By  Hon.  HUGH  Rowlev. 
More  Puniana.    By  Hon.  HUGH  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  Wm.  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Natoralixt'i  Note-Book.    By  Dr. 
ANDREW  Wilson. 


THE  GOLDEN  LIBRARY. 

Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor. 
Ballad  History  of  England.    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Songs  for  Sailors.    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    By  W.  Godwin. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 
Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  Jesse. 


Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2»,  per  Volume. 


The    Autocrat    of   the   Breakfast    Table. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
Tale  for  a  Chimney  Comer.    By  Leigh  Hunt. 
La  Mort  d' Arthur  :   Selections  from  Mallor^  . 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 
Maxims  and  Reflections  of  Rochefoucauld. 


Ey 


THE  WANDERER'S  LIBRARY. 

Wanderings  in   Patagonia.    By  Julius   BEbR- 
BOH.M.     Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes.  By  Frederick  Boylh. 
Savage  Life.  By  Frederick  Boyle. 
Meme  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  By  G.  DANIEL. 

Illustrated  by  Cruikshank. 
Circus  Life.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjtirers.    By  Thomas  Pros.. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs.   By 

Thomas  frost. 
tew-LUe  Deeps.   By  James  Greenwoodw 


Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3*.  6d.  each. 
Wilds  of  London.    By  James  Greenwood. 
Tunis.    By  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.    22  Illusts. 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.    By  P.  Fitzgerald. 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings. 
The  Crenial  Showman.    By  E.  P.  Hingston. 
Story  of  London  Parks.    By  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.    By  H  enry  M ayhew. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Bummer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas.     By  C. 

Wa&ren  Stoddard.    lUusirated 
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Books  in  Series— continued. 

HANDY    NOVELS.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Mald'i  Sweetheart.    By  A.  St.  AVB'iT*.      r     Taken  from  the  Enemy.    By  H.  Newbolt. 
Modest  Little  Sara.    By  Alan  St.  aubvn.  A  Lost  Soul.    Bv  w.  L.  Alden. 

Seven  Sleepers  of  EphesTU.    M.  E.  Coi-ERIDGE      I      Dr.  Palliaer'a  Patient.    By  GR.A.NT  ALLE>f. 


MY     LIBRARY.     Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburgbe,  2«.  6d.  each. 
CiUtion  and  Examination  of  William  Shalspeare    J     Christie  Johnstone.    Bv  Ch.JlRles  Re.\de. 

By  w.  s.  Landor.  I     Peg  Woflngtoa.    By  Charles  Reade. 

The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Gnerin.  The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Ciiarles  Lamb. 


THE  POCKET  LIBRARY.    Postsvo. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.    By  CHARLES  Lamb. 
Pvobinson  Crusoe.  Illustrated  by  G.  Cruiksha.nk. 
Whims  and  Oddities.    By  Thomas  Hood.    With 

85  Illustrations. 
The  Barb«r  s  Chair,    By  DOUGLAS  Jerrold. 
Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-SaVARIN. 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Leigh  Hants  Essays.    Edited  by  E.  Ollier. 


printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  3«.  each. 
White  s  Natural  History  of  Selborae. 
Gulliver  s  TraveU,  &-c.     Bv  Dean  Swift. 
Plars  bv  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.     By  Jacob  Larwood. 
Thomson  s  Seasons.     Illustrated. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The 
Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table.    By  Oliver 

AVEVDHLL  Holmf.c;. 


THE    PICCADILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Editions  of  NovELS.many  Illustrated,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3».  6d.  each. 

Br  F.  JI.  AL,L.E:V. 
Green  as  Grass. 

By  GBAIVT  AL.I.E.'V. 


This  Mortal  CoiL 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Dumaresq  s  Daughter. 
Blood  Royal. 
Duchess  of  Powysland. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
ABN01^I>. 


Phillstia. 
Babylon. 
Strange  Stories. 
Beckoning  Hand. 
In  aU  Shades. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
For  Maimie  s  Sake, 
The  Devil  s  Die. 

By  EDWIIV  L,, 
Phra  the  Phoenician. 
The  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  Al^AN  ST.  AUBYTV. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.        1  To  his  Own  Master. 
The  Junior  Dean.  In  Face  of  the  World. 

Master  of  St.Benedict's.  I  Orchard  Damerel. 

By  Rer,  S.  BABIXG  GOt'L.D, 
Eed  Spider.  ;  Eve 

By  BOBKKT   BABR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.         1  From  Whose  Bourne. 

By  FBAIVK  BAKRKXT. 
The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 

Br  "BELt.E.'» 
Vashtl  and  Esther. 

BESANT  Sc  J.  BICE. 

The  Ten  Tears  Tenant. 


By  W 

My  Uttle  Girl. 
Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By  CeUa  s  Arbour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 

By  WAI.TEB  BESANT. 
All    Sorts   and    Condi-     Uncle  Jack. 
tions  of  Men.  :  Children  of  Gibeon. 


By  IIAJLL,   CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  >  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  I 

By  ^lACLiAREX  COBBAN. 
The  R»d  Suitin.  Th*  Burden  of  IsabeL 

.TIORT.  &  FRANCE*  COL. L.I.-V!^. 
TranscQi nation.  I  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blacksmith  *  Scholar.  night. 

The  Village  Comedy.        |  You  Play  me  Falsa. 
By  W'lI.KIE    COLL.IXS. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  HoteL 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel  s  Daughter. 
The  Black  Eob«. 
Heart  and  Science. 
"  I  Say  No." 
Little  Novels. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Leg&CT  of  Cain, 
A  Rogue  8  Life. 
Blind  Lore. 


EeadyMoneyMort:boy. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas  in    Trafalgar  s 

Bay. 
The  Chaplain  of  the 

Fleet. 


Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Holy  Rose. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
St.  Katherine  s  by  the 

Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 


The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Herr  Paulus. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  World  Went  Very 

W«U  Then. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Dorothy  Forster.  \ 

By  BOBERT   BUCHANAN. 
Bhadow  of  the  Sword.        Annan  Wat«r. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  Woman  and  the  Man. 

H»ir  of  Linne.  The  Hew  Abelard. 

The      Martyrdom      of    Foxglove  Manor 

Madeline.  Master  of  the  Mine 

God  and  the  Man.  Red  and  White  Heather. 

Love  Me  for  Ever.  Matt.   !     Rachel  Dene. 

By  J.  ITIITCttELIi  CHAPPI.E. 
The  Minor  Chord. 


Armadale. 

After  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Quean  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  'White. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
Paul  Foster  s  Daughter. 

By  E.  H.  COOPER. 
Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECIIi    COTES. 
Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.   EGBERT   CRAJDBOCK. 
His  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.  N.  CREL-U-IN. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  71  ATT    CBIH. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  RebcL 

By  B.  31.  CROKER. 
Diana  Barrington.  A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Proper  Pride.  |  "To  Let." 

A  Fckmily  Likeness.         1  Outcast  of  the  People. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville.       ! 

By   WILLIA.TI    ClTPIiES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

Br  AI.PHO.NSE    DAUBET. 
The  Evangelist  :  or,  Port  Salvatioa. 
By  H.   COEEniAN   BAVIBSON. 
Mr.  Sadler  s  Daughters. 

By   ERAS:»1U9    DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JA.T1ES  BE  :nil.I.E. 
A  Castle  In  Spain. 

By  J.  I.EITH  DERWENT. 
Cur  Lady  of  Tear*.  |  Circes  Lcven 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  E>1CK  DO.-VOVAIV. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  |  Man  from  Manchester. 

By  A.  CONAN   DOYi-E. 

The  Firm  of  Qirdlestone. 

S.JE ANNETTE   DUNCAN. 

A  Daughter  of  To  day.  |  Vernon's  Aunt. 

By  ITIrs.  ANNIE  EDWAJRDE  S. 

Archie  Lovell. 

By  G.  ITIANV1I,1.E   FENN. 

The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tiger  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.      |  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PERCY  FITZOERAl.I>. 

Fatal  Zero. 

By  K.  E.  FBANCII.I.ON. 

One  hy  One.  I  King  or  Knave  ? 

A  Dog  and  bis  Shadow.     Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Real  Queen.  1  Jack  Doyle  s  Daughter. 

Pref.bySirBABTi-E  FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  EBWARB  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  PAUJi   GAUI.OT. 

The  Red  Shirts. 

By  CHARIiES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  I  The  Golden  Shaft. 

Loving  a  Dream.  |  Of  High  Degree. 

By  E.  Gt.ANVII.IiE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  | 

Br  E.  J.  GOODITIAN. 

The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  CECII.  GRIFFITH. 

Corinthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNBY. 

The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  THOITIAS  HARBY. 

XJnder  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET    HARTE. 


A  Waif  of  the  Plains, 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

Gate. 
A    Sappho    of    Green 

Springs. 
Col.  Starbottle's  Client. 


Susy. 

Sally  Dows. 

A    Protegee    of    Jack 

Hamlin  s. 
Bell-Ringer  of  Angel  s. 
Clarence. 


By  JUIilAN  HA^VTIIORNE. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

David  Poindester's  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Du.st. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

By  Sir  A.  IIEI.PS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  I.  HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

By  G.  A.  IIENTY. 
Bujub  the  Juggler.         I  Dorothy  s  Double. 

By  jrOHN  miili. 
The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  JTIrs.  HUNGERFORO. 

Lady  Vemer's  Flight.   |  The  Red-House  Mystery. 

By  ITIrs.  AL.FRED    HUNT. 

The  Leaden  Casket.        I  Self-Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  |  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  CIJTCI.1FFE   UYNE. 
Honour  of  Thieves. 

By  R.  ASHE    E£ING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
'-  The  Wearing  of  the  Qresa. 


The  Piccadilly  f3/6)  Novels — continued. 
By  ED7IOND  r.£PEIiL.ETIER. 
Madame  Sans-Gene. 

By  HARRY  lilNDSAY. 
Rhoda  Roberts. 

By  E.  liYNN  I.INTON. 


Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam 

Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
liUCY. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Under  which  Lord? 

"  My  Love  I" 

lone. 

Paston  Carew. 

By  H.  ^V 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


Waterdale  Neighbour!. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Red  Diamonds. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
The  Dictator. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
By  GEORGE  ITIACDONAX.D. 
Heather  and  Snow.        I  Phantastes. 

By  L..  T.  JIEADE. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  BERTRAITI    ITIITFORD. 
The  Gun-Runner.  I  The  King's  Assegai. 

The    Luck    of    Gerard    Renshaw        Fanning'i 
Ridgeley.  |     Quest. 

By  J.  E.  ITIUDDOCK. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 
By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat. 
Coals  of  Fire. 
Old  Blazer  s  Hero. 
Val  Strange.   |  Hearts. 
A  Model  Father. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

By  MURRAY 

The  Bishops'  Bible.  I 

One  Traveller  Returns. 


First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartins  Little  GirL 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 

&  HERMAN. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias. 


By  HUME   NISBET. 

"BaU¥p  I" 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 
Saint  Anns. 

By  G.   OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  OUIDA. 


Woodaa 


Held  in  Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 
Ariadne. 

By  MARGARET  A.  PAUIi. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Two     Littlo 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. 
Rufano. 
PipUtreUo. 
A  Village  Commune. 
BimbL 
Wanda. 

Frescoes.  I    Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Byrlin.        |  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The    Mystery   of  Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Walter  s  Word. 
By  Proxy. 


High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
From  Exile. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Only. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels — continued. 

By  --Tlrs.  f  AHPBEI.I.    PRAED. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  I  Caristina  Chard. 

By  JE.  C.  PKIC'E. 

Valentlna.  |  Mrs.  Lancaster's  BJraL 

The  Foreigners.  | 

By  RfCHARl)  PRYCE. 

lOn Maxwells  Affections. 

By  €IIARr,ES  REAOE. 


Singleheart  andDoable- 

face. 
Good    Stories   of    Men 

and  other  Animals. 
Hard  Cash. 
Peg  Wofflngtcn. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
Griflth  Gaunt. 
Fool  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  WomanHater. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Eeadiana. 


It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to 

Mend. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love   Me   Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
The    Cloister  and   the! 

Hearth. 
The    Course    of    True 

Love. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 
Put    Yourself   in    His 

Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Jilt. 

By  ITIrs.  J.  H.  RIBBEI.L. 

Weird  Stories. 

By  A7IEL.IE   RIVES. 

Barbara  Bering. 

By  F.  W.  BOBIXSO-^. 

The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By  BORA  RrSSEJLIi. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. 

By  W.  CL.ARK   RrS^EI.I.. 

Ocean  Tragedy.  I  Alone  onWideWide  Sea. 

My  Shipmate  Louise.      |  The  Phantom  Death. 
By  JOaiN    SAU.>DERS. 

Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  the  WheeL     I  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

By  KATHARINE  SAL.XOEK^. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth  i  Heart  Salvage. 
(Hdeon's  Rock.  Sebastian. 

The  High  Mills.  | 


The  Piccadilly  (36)  Novels— contumed. 

By  II.W^TLEY   S7IABT. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEiaaT. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  R.  A.  STER:V»Ar,E. 

The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  BERTfilA    THO:tIAS. 

Proud  Maisie.  l  The  Violin-Player. 

By  a:vtho:vy  troi.i.ope. 

The  Way  we  Live  Now.  |    Scarboroush  s  Family. 
Frau  Frohmann.  j    The  Land-Leaguers. 

By  FRA:VCES   E.  TROEIiOPE. 

Like    Ships   upon   the  I  Anne  Fumess. 
Sea.  I  Mabels  Progress. 

By  IVAN  TI:R0E:VIEFF,  Arc. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  .HARK  TWAIN. 

The  American  Claimant.  I  Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 
Tha£l,CCO,OOOBank-note.  |  Pudd  nhead  Wilson. 

By  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTiiER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTI.ER. 

Lady  BeU.  1  The  BlaokhaU  Ghosts. 

The  Brides  Pass.  The  Macdonald  Lass. 

Baried  Diamonds.  | 

By  A1.EEN  UPWARB. 

The  Queen  against  Owen. 
The  Prince  of  Balkistan. 

By  E.  A.  VIZETEl.r.Y. 

The  Scorpion  :  A  Eomance  of  Spain. 

Bt  J.  S.  WINTER. 

A  Soldiers  Children. 

By.lIARGARET  T^'YN^IAIV. 

My  Flirtations. 

By  E.   ZOI.A. 

The  Downfall.  I  Dr.  Pascal. 

The  Dream.  |  Money.   ,  |     Lourdes. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF   POPULAR   NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 


By  ARTE :?I  ITS   WARB. 

Artemus  Ward  Complete. 

By  EB-IIONB  ABOUT. 
The  Fellah. 

By  HA.IIIETON  AIBE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  i   Confidences. 

By  .TIARV  ALBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley  s  Daughter. 

By  .11  rs.  At-EXANBEB. 

Maid,  Wife  or  Widow  ?    |  Valerie  s  Fate. 

By  GRANT  AEI.EN. 


Strange  Stories. 

Philistia. 

Babylon. 

The  DevUs  Die. 

This  Mortal  CoiL 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

Blood  EoyaL 


By  FRANK  BARRETT. 

Fettered  for  Life.  Honest  Davie 

Little  Lady  Linton. 
Between  Life  &  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassou 
lich. 


Folly  Morrison. 
Lieut.  Barnabas 


For  Maimie's  Sake. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
The  Great  Taboo. 
Dtunaresq  s  Daughter. 
Th?  Duchess   of  Powys- 

land. 
IvanGreet'sMasterpiece. 
The  Scallywag. 


By   E.    I.ESTER    ARNOL.B. 

Fhra  the  Phoenician. 

By  AI.-AN  ST.  AFBYN. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.       ;  Slaster  of  St.Benedicfs   | 
The  Junior  Dean.  |  To  His  0-sti  Master. 

By  Rer.  S,  3AR1NO  GOUI^B 

T>"\  S-idf^r.  ■  Z.ve. 


A  Prodigal  8  Progress. 

Found  Guilty. 

A  EecoiUng  Vengeance. 

For  Love  and  Honour. 

John   Ford;    and    Hla 

Helpmate. 

BEAUCHAIttP. 


SIIEI.SI.EY 

Grantley  Grange. 

By  WAETER   BE S A. NT. 

Dorothy  Forster. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Herr  Paulus. 
All   Sorts    and    Condi- 
tions of  Men. 
The  Captains  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
The  World  Went  Very 


Well  Then. 

By  W.  BESANT  A  J.  RICE. 


For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

The  Holy  Eose. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

8r.  Katherine  s  by  tha 

Tower. 
Verbena  Camellia. 
The  Bebel  Queen. 


This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Euttei-fly. 
By  Celia  a  Aroour. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Seamy  Side. 


The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 
Eeady  Money  MorOboy 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
'Twas     in     Trafalgari 

Bay. 
The    ChAplaln    of   tha 

Fleet. 
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Two-Shilling  Hovels— continued. 
Br  A.tlBROSE  BIEKt'E. 

In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

Bt  FREDERICK  BOYI.E. 

Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles  of  No-m&n's 

Savage  Life.  |      Land. 

By  BRET   HABTE. 
Calif ornian  Stories.        (  Flip.  I    MaruJ*. 

Gabriel  Conroy.  APhylllsof  the  Sierras. 

The   Luck  of   Eoarlng '  A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

Camp.  A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. '      Gate. 

By  HAROI.!)   BRITDOES. 
XTncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT   BrCHANAN. 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Natnre. 
God  and  the  Man. 
love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine 

By  IIAI.1.  CAIIVE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Hagar.  | 

By  Commander  CA:TIER0IV. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "Black  Prince." 
Bt  llrs.  LtOVETT  CAITIERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

By  AUSTIN   CI^ARE. 

For  the  Love  of  a  La.w.  

By  ^Irs.  ARCHER  CIjITE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

Bt  I?IACr.AREIV   COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  AI.IL.STON   COI.I.INS. 
The  Bar  Sinister. 
ITIORT.  &  FRANCES  COI.I.INS. 


Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Mid 

night. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

By  Wlt-M-IE    COI.I.INS, 


Sweet  and  Twenty. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar 
Frances. 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 


The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebels  Daughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
'I  Say  No!" 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale. 

Aft«r  Dark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

BaaU. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Oueen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  7 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  HoteL 

A  Rogues  Life. 

By  M.  J.  COL,QIJJaOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  BUTTON  COOK. 
1^0.  I  Faul  Foster's  Daughter. 

By   C,  EGBERT   CRADB04JK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

ByxTIATT    CROI. 
Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

By  B.  m.  CROKER. 
Pretty  Bdiss  NevUl.  I  Bird  of  Passage. 

Diana  Barrington.  Proper  Pride. 

"To  Let.'  I  A  Family  Llkeneai. 

By  W.  CYPU.es. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

By  AI.PIIONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

By  ERASinUS  DAWSON. 
Tbe  Fountain  of  TontlL 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

By  JAITIES  DE  ITIIU.1.E. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

By  J.  I.EITH   DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.         1  Circe  s  Lovers. 
By  CIIARU.es   DICKENS. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas  Hickleby. 

Oliver  Twist. 

By  DICK  DONOVAN. 

From  Information  Re- 


ceived. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Link  by  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Dark  Deeds. 
The  Long  Ann  of  the 

Law. 


The  Man-Hunter 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last  I 
Wanted ! 
Who    Poisoned    Hetty 

Duncan? 
Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective  s  Triumphs 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
By  -Tlrs.  ANNIE  EDWARDE8. 
A  Point  of  Honour.        !  Archie  Lovell. 
By  JI.  BETHAITI-ED WARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EDW.  EGOU.ESTON. 
Roxy. 

By  O.   MANVII.UE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.         |     Witness  to  the  Deed. 
By  PERCY  FITZGERAU.D. 


Bella  Donna. 
Never  Forgotten. 
Polly. 
Fatal  Zero. 


Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy  •  five    Brooke 

Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 


By  P.  FITZOERAUiD  and  others 

Strange  Secrets. 

AUBANY    DE   FONBUANQUE 

Filthv  Lucre. 

By  R.  E.  FRANCIUUON. 

King  or  Knave  7 


Olympia. 
One  by  One. 
A  Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua. 


Romances  of  the  Law. 

Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 


By  HAROUD   FREDERICK. 

Seth's  Brother  8  Wife.    |   The  Lawton  Girl. 
Prcf.  by  Sir  BARTU.E  FRERE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

By  IIAIN  FRISW^UU. 

One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  OARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GILBERT  GAUU. 

A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CUARUES   GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  i  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

What   will  the  World    The  Golden  Shaft. 


Of  High  Degree. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


Say  7 
In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  ^VIUUIAiU  GIUBERT. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests.        I  The     Wizard    of    tb« 
James  Duke.  |      Mountain. 

By    ERNEST   GU.ANVIUUE. 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist. 

By  HENRY  GREFIUiU.E. 
A  Noble  Woman.  |  Nikanor. 

By  CECIU.  GRIFFITH. 
Corlnthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY'. 
The  Days  of  his  Vinitv. 

By  JOHN  lU^BBERTON. 
Bmeton's  Bayou  I  Country  Luck. 

By  ANDREW  HAU.U.IDAY. 
Every-day  Papers. 

By  liady  DITFFUS  HARDIT. 
P»nl  Wynter'g  SacrUlea. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 

Bt  tuo:tias  habdv. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  J'  BERTFICK  HABWOOD. 

The  Tenth  E&rL 

By  Ji:L.IArV  HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentln. 

Fortune  »  FooL 

Miss  Ckdogns. 

Sebutian  Stroma. 

Da«t. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love — or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter  1  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera. 


By  Sir  ARTHUR   HEI.PS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

Kt    HEIVRIT    HER^UAN. 

A  Leading  Lady. 

By  HEABON  Hir.L. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 

Bf  JOnX  Hllili. 

Treason  Felony. 

By  ITIrs.  CASHEr.   HOEY. 

The  Lover  g  Creed. 

By  iTIrs.  OEORGE  HOOPER. 

The  Honae  of  Baby. 

By  TIGHE    HOPKINS. 

Twlzt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  ITIrs.  HLNGERFORD. 

A  Maiden  all  Forlorn.    1  A  Mental  Struggle. 
In  Durance  Vile.  A  Modem  Circe. 

Marvel.  I  Lady  Veraer  i  Flight. 

By  .Urs.  AliFREB  HCNT. 
Thomicroft  s  ModeL       I   Self-Condemned. 
Tnat  other  Person.         |  The  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN  INGEL-OW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By    WM.    JA-TIESON. 
My  Dead  Self. 

By  HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  CoUeen.  ,  Queen  of  Connaught. 

Br  :TI.\RK    liERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 
A  Drawn  Game.  i  Passion  s  Slavs 

••  The  Wearing  of  the    Bell  Barry. 
Green."  I 

By  JOHN  LEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  I.YNN   LINTON. 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dun  das. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The      Rebel     of      the 

Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 

L,IX'Y. 


Patricia  KembaU. 
Tne  World  WeU  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord? 
Paston  Carew. 
•  My  Love  I" 
lone. 

By  HENRY  W 
Gideon  Fieyce. 

By  JUSTIN    ITIcCARTHY 
Dear  Lady  Disdain.         I  Camiola 
Waterdale  Nei-hbours,  ' 
M-  Enemy's  Daughter 
A  Fiir  Saxon. 
Lmley  Eochford. 
M^as  Muanthrope. 

By  IlLGEf 
Mr.  Stranger  5  Sealed  Packet. 

By  AGNES  JIACBONEUL,. 
Quaker  Coasins. 

K.\TI1.\RINE    S.  .IIACQI'OIB. 

Toe  £tai  Eye.  |  Lost  Rose. 

By  W.  II.  .11 AU LOCK. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nine-  I  The  New  Eepablie. 
teenth  Century.  [ 


Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
The  Dictator. 
Red  Diamonds. 
lIACXOUIi. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  FLORENCE    -TIARRYAT. 

Open  !  Sesame  I  I  A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 

Fighting  the  Air.  |  Wntten  in  Fire. 

By  J.  -TIASTERMAN. 

Haifa-dozen  Daughters. 

By  BRANDER  ?IATTHEW8. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  LEONARD   ITIERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  JEAN  ^IlBDLE.llASS. 

Touch  and  Go.  Mr.  Doriliion. 

By  Mrs.  :»IOLES  WORTH. 
Hathercoort  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  .IIUBBOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Won- 1  From  the  Bosom  of  th« 

der.'ul.  Deep. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret,  j 

Br  7IURRAY  and   HER.TIAIf. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  I  The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones  s  Alias.  | 

Br  ».  C  filRISTIE   nURRAY. 


A  Life  s  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Bob     Martin's      LitUa 
Girl. 
,  Time  8  Revenges. 
I  A  Wasted  Crime. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph  8  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

■Val  Strange. 

Old  Blazer  8  Hero. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World. 

Cynic  Fortune. 

By  HENRY   MURRAY. 
A  Game  of  Bluff.  ;  A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

By  HUITIE  NISBET. 
"  Ball  Up  1  '  I  Dr. Bernard  St. 'Vincent. 

By  ALICE    O'H.ANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  1  or  Fate  7 

By  GEORGES  OHNET. 
Dr.  Rameau.  I  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love.  | 

By  Mrs.  O  LIP  HA  NT. 
Whiteladies.  I  The  Greatest  Heiress  in 

The  Primrose  Path.  1     Ecgland. 

By   ."tlrs.  ROBERT  O'REILLY, 
Phoebes  Fortunes. 

By  OUIBA. 

Two      Little     Wooden 

Shoes. 
Moths. 


Held  in  Bondage 

Strathaiore. 

Chandos. 

IdaUa. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine  sGage 

Tricotrin. 

Puck. 

Folle  Farlne. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Napraxine. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariauine. 

Friendship. 


Bimbi. 
Plpistrello. 
A  Village  Coma  una. 
Wanda. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma, 
Guilderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syriin. 

Santa  Barbara. 
Ouidas   Wisdom,    Wit, 
and  Pathos. 


MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 

Lady  Lovelace. 

By  EDGAR  A.  POE. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

By  Mr*.  CAMPBELL  PRAEO. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
Out.aw  and  Lawmaker. 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  I  Mrs.  Lancastar'i  R1t«L 

The  Foreigners.  |  Gerald. 

By  KICHARD   PRYCE. 
mat  UaxweU-s  Aflactiona. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  JAMES  PAYN. 


Bentinck's  Tutor. 

Morphy's  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil's  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter's  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

Higk  Spirits. 

Carlyon's  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward, 


Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  'Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
Some  Private  'Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The   Mystery  of  Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 


A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  Patient. 

By  CESABLJES  BEADE. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to     A  TerribleTemptation. 


Mend 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put    Yourself   in    His 

Place. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love 

Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and    the 

Hearth. 
The    Course   of    True 

Love. 
The  JUt. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 

By  Mrs.  J.  II.  BII>I>EI.I 


Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Double- 
face. 

Good  Stories  of  Men  and 
other  Animals. 

Peg  Wof&ngton. 

Grifath  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 


Weird  Stories. 
Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's 
Garden  Party. 


The  Uninhabited  House 
The  Mystery  in  Palace 

Gardens. 
The  Nun's  Curse. 
Idle  Tales. 


By  AMEl^IE  BIVES. 

Barbara  Dering. 

By  F.  ^V.  BOBINSON. 

Women  are  Strange.      |  The  Hands  of  Justice, 

By  JAMES  BUIV€IITIAN. 

Skippers  and  SheUbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

By  W.  €£.ABK  BVSSEI.T.. 
Round  the  GaUey  Fire.  ~ 

OntheFoksle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Ham- 
mock. 
The    Mystery    of   the 

'•Ocean  Star." 
OEOBt^E  AUGUSTtS  SAI.A. 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  JOIIIV  SAUIVBEBS. 
Guy  Waterman.  I  The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers.        I 
By  KATHABINE  SAUNBEBS. 
Joan  Merryweather.      I  Sebastian. 
The  High  Mills.  Margaret     and    Eliza- 

Heart  Salvage.  |      beth. 

By  OEOBOE   B.  SIMS. 


The  Romance  of  Jenny 

Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide 

Sea. 


Rogues  and  'Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
M^ry  Jane  Married. 
Tales  of  To  day. 
Diamils  of  Life. 


Tinkletop's  Crime. 

Zeph. 

My  Two  Wives. 

Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 

Bcenes  from  the  Show. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  ABTBUB  SI£ETCIir.E  V« 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAWliEY  SMABT. 

Without  Love  or  Licence. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  i  Back  to  Life. 

Dyke.  The  LoudwaterTragedy. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  Burgos  Romance. 

Hoodwinked.  I  Quittance  in  Full. 

By  Devious  Ways.  I 

By  B.  A.  STEBNBAr.£. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By  B.  1.0UIS   STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.     |  Prince  Otto. 

By  BEBTHA  THOMAS. 
Cressida.  I  The  Violin- Player. 

Proud  Maisie.  | 

By  AVAI.TEB   TiaOBNBUKV. 
Tales  for  the  Marines.    |  Old  Stories  Retold. 
T.  ABOl^PHUS  TK0L.1.0PE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  EL.EANOB  TBOI^IiOPE. 
Like    Ships    upon   the  I  Anne  Furness. 
Sea.  I  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TK01.t.0PE. 
Frau  Frohmann.  The  American  Senator. 


Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
John  Caldigate. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 


Mr.     Scarborough  s 

Family. 
The    Golden    Lion    of 

Granpere. 


By  J.  T.  TBOWBBIDOE. 

Farnell's  Folly. 
By  IVAN  TUBGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MABK.  TWAIN. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi, 


and 


A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the 

Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
MarkTwain's  Sketches, 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
Stolen  White  Elephant, 

By  C.  C.  FBASEB.TYTI.EB 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SABAII  TVTI.EB 


?pi. 
the 


The    Prince 

Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
The     £1,000,000    Bank- 

Note. 


The  Huguenot  Family. 
The  Blackball  Ghosts. 
What  SheCameThrough 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Citoyenne  Jaqueline. 


The  Bride's  Pass 

Buried  Diamonds 

St.  Mungo's  City. 

Lady  Bell. 

Noblesse  Oblige. 

Disappeared. 

By  ALI^EN  UPWABB. 

The  Queen  against  Owen. 

By   AABON    WATSON   mid 
t,ir.I.rAS  WASSEBMANN. 

The  Marquis  of  Carabas. 

By   WILLIAM  WE  STALL.. 

Trust-Money. 

By  Mrs.  F.  II.  WILLIAMSON. 

A  ChUd  Widow. 

By  J.  8.  W^INTEB. 

Cavalry  Life.  |  Regimental  Legends. 

By  H.  F.  ^VOOB. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 

The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  Lady  WOOB. 

Sabina. 

CELIA  PABKEB  WOOLLEIT 

Rachel  Armstrong  ;  or.  Love  and  Theology. 
By  EBMUNB  YATES. 

The  Forlorn  Hope.  I  Castaway. 

Land  at  Last.  | 
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